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Handy for Small Washes 
Economical for Big Ones 


Ey J 


Here’s an easy way to wash nylon or rayon stockings f 
and other small things. Simply half-fill a Mason jar with 
warm water, add FELSO, put in your wash, and shake. 
Rinse and dry. You risk no snags or runs. 



















FELSO washes tub or machine loads just 
as easily. A little FELSO goes a long 
way... gets white goods whiter... 
colored fabrics brighter. 


x * 


FELSO has a pleasant 
fragrance that leaves 
your wash smelling 
sweet and clean. 

Mild FELSO is kind 
to tender hands. 





<eanet OSgtttung 9 
©" Guaranteed b 
Good Housekeeping J * 
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Just try FELSO on your most troublesome wash- Now feel how soft and fluffy everything is 

ing ... on heavily soiled children's play suits or how easy to iron. And smell the fragrant fresh- 
work clothes. See how the dirt comes out... ness ...a@ sure sign that with FELSO you get the 
quickly and completely. Did you ever use a cleanest, sweetest wash possible. Just try FELSO 


product that washes faster or cleaner? ... you'll always use it. 
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Look IO Years Younger 
in lO Minutes 
with HOWARD 


225: FAN CURLS > 
2 lovely ear puffs of 


tiny curls. Can be Meee 75): FEATHER HALO CURLS 572. FEATHER CURL 


worn in back or in up- 
sweep. Easy 5 Lustrous double- For short look in soft 
to pin into 9 ; thick feather curls 95 natural curl. Life-long n 
the ned. P that completely en- bm pan lly 12” wide. Comb 
The pair circle the head. 
















and redress. 
S73: 7° wide .....ccccere 








» ¢ 9125: FASCINATION 


Glamorously 
styled wig to flat- 
ter your face. Fit- 
Rite foundation, 
Perma-Cool net. 


Easy to 
clean, 
comb, 
redress. 


550: HOWARD BOB! 750. HALO 400: PAGE BOY- 


A shoulder-length hair- Extra thick glossy roll 50 Thick regular length, 12 , 

piece of glamorous 5 of our finest human inches wide, invisible e 24-K GOLD PLATE COSTUME 
wavy curls securely hair. Simple to attach, weave. Always fash- JEWELRY IN LATEST 

held. 3 rows of invisible clean and comb. ionable. . ; 

weave. 700: Single thickness...... 4.95 401: Extra heavy.......... PARIS DESIGNS 











360: UPSWEEP CLUSTER CURLS 
Versatile lustrous curls, extra 425: DOUBLE CURL PAGE BOY 


heavy human hair: Nylon net. Two rows of thick curls. 
629: Same size in —_ ss B95 Can make into one thick 







765: CURL GLAMOUR 808 


Versatile style covers 
the whole head. Only 95 
Y% lined. Comb and 


redress. 
766: Extra long and 
extra heav. 


Pt ctsensceesesa roll or feather curls. 
630: Regular size single 426: Extra heavy; life- 
I nia hcece kadai SN io cicvncnunencd 















411: PAGE BOY WITH CURLS 
EXTRA HEAVY, luxuri- 15 
ously thick, plus extra 
cluster of curls. 
410: REGULAR PAGE 
BOY (also with curls)... . abe Exotic rhinestone drop earrings for p ond 
$6.090000066006000080b 00008 00n0RNE 1 
‘Ay: Center stone necklace of simulated pear) 
Ce QE ME in + cd snawansaceseeoun $1.89° 
AJ-3: Antique earrings—simulated pearls and 
brilliant I 6 65655044500 ase ethan aie 1.29° 
tunning drop earrings with oat 
pn ol cncor sida cae Rita ita i teat ia ll 
“PRICE INCLUDES FED. TAX. 


CTION GUARANTEED OR MONEY BACK 


GR-12: Exotic <0 95 | HOWARD TRESSES, Dept. TC-10 
— ars tae | 317 West 125th Street, New York 27, N. Y. 
frames. I Piease send me the following items as indicated, if noi 
| satisfied I may return for cash refund. 


Style Quan. Description Price 



















715: HOWARD CHIGNON 
Fine lustrous hair cov- yk) 
ers a plump wool roll. 
Can be worn on top, 


side or back 
725: Thicker and larger... 





















































i ( Send C.O.D. I enclose $1.00 deposit. I'll pay postman 


GR-14: Multi-colored 95 plus postage. 

lace. Can't peel. Clear CD I enclose full amount @........................ , You pay postage. 
or tinted lens. Pink or 
clear crystal. 











trimmed top. Clear or 
tinted lens in black, 
brown or pink pearl. 


GIVEN: A HANDSOME CASE WITH BACH PAIR OF | 


h GLASSES— FREE REPLACEMENT OF BROKEN LENSES. i Check hair . 
t Black Off Black 
OWard tress: SSCS o NEW YORK 27.N. Y. © Dept... TC-10 ' OR Brewn I enclose sample. 


GR-S: Ideal for day or 98 
evening. Black, brown, 
green and red pearl 


GR-8: Wrought goild- 985 
Clear lens. 




















igure perfect with 
ALL NYLON 


Lupe 


garter brief 
LUX-EEZ garter pantie of specially 
knit nylon tricot has 2-way stretch ac- 
tion. Holds hose up; goes garterless, 
too. White, blue, pink, maize, black. 
Sizes 22-30, 9-17. About $2.50, with- 
out garters. In Rayon Tricot, $1.50. 
at geed steres or write us 

Again Awarded Fashion 

Academy Gold Medal Cd 





Lingerie 


(Prices Slightly Higher in Canada) 
® Holeproof Hosiery Company 
Milwaukee 1, Wisconsin 

in Canada: London, Ontario 





Guard Vig 


as you guard your complexion 











. mo i ae “ Wt ce ed 
You do something instantly if blemishes or clo, ged 
pores appear on your face, ruining your complex- 
ion. Remember, YOUR SCALP IS SKIN, tool 
Dandruff, dry crusts are a warning that your scalp 
needs the same care and attention you give your 
complexion! Try GLOVER’S 3-WAY MEDICINAL 
TREATMENT, leaves hair lovelier, healthier. 


GLOVER’S 3-way 
MEDICINAL TREATMENT 


for your Scalp and Hair 


GLOVER'S MANGE MEDICINE, medicinal compound 
for flaky, scaly scalp and excessive falling hair. 
GLO-VER BEAUTY SOAP SHAMPOO, contains no 
hair drying detergents, no free alkali, no alcohol, 
Made from finest pure soap. GLOVER'S IMPERIAL 
HAIR TONIC, Non-Alcoholic, ANTISEPTIC. Kills 
dandruff germs on contact. 

At all Drug Counters. Write TODA Y for FREE TRIAL 
of all 3 Glover Products. Send Name, Address, 10¢ to 
cover packaging and postage to 

GLOVER’S, Dept. 9310 


101 W. 31st St., New York 1, N.Y. 
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SIX STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 


Linda changed her race to become an airline stewardess but when Steve came 
back from the war, she almost lost her lover because she tried to pass. 
I hs ia a Sieh aa paix Sireaeawah » Cea: Ae bed eit ashe eye 5% 18 
Sue was a “square” from “down home” when she first came to Harlem but she 
learned fast how girls can make suckers out of lonely GI's. 
gob ss ons hid ohh SU Ee Re Seine se nese 24 
Honey and Helene were a surefire cinch for success as a dance team until Dan 
got into the act and threw their routine and romance out of step. 
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Beck learned that a man cannot have two loves and be faithful to both without 
being forced to make a foreboding and fateful decision. 
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Here’s a memorable story out of today’s headlines of a boy and a girl trapped 
by the dope traffic all because of an innocent lover’s quarrel. 
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Jane thought she could win out over other girls by being free in petting but she 
soon learned what a dangerous game she was playing. 
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Romance with bebop king started with a gag and laugh and then chorus girl 
and Dizzy went “steady” until he asked her to marry him. 








Ellen found it takes more than just facial beauty to make a happy homelife 
for a hard-working husband. 


| The Love Life Of A Four-Legged Girl............... By Betty Lou Williams 20 
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She yearned for love and romance like any other girl and here tells of first 
kiss and moment of tears as she looked for man to marry. 


| BOOK-LENGTH SERIAL 
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She is reported dead during war as she works in French underground and then 
comes out of hiding to go back to Paris and on to American triumph. 
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Letters To The Editor 


FAT PEOPLE 


[’ve read all of the issues of Tan Conres- 
sions and | do think the stories are the best 
I’ve ever read in any magazine. But this 
month’s article by Dr. Julian Lewis on fat 
people causes me to dispute some of the things 
he says. 

I’ve been married three times and have al- 
ways been overweight for my height. I have had 
six offers of marriage and my husband, as of 
now, has had five marriages to his credit and 
none of his other four wives was small. | have 
lots of girl friends who are little and cute who 
haven't found the first husband. I’ve some 
friends who lied to their husbands, saying that 
they lost weight through sickness and because 
they didn’t put on weight have separated and 
divorced. Others reduced so much that their 
husbands ran after fat girls which led to di- 
vorce but they brought all of it on themselves. 
I do have glandular disorders from childbirth 
and my doctor agrees with me to lose a little of 
the extra weight. But to keep my husband’s 
love, | don’t want to weigh less than 135. I’m 
five feet even so I’ll still be fat enough to satisfy 
my husband. 

My mother lived to be 77 years old and had 
always weighed 210 ever since her first child 
was born and at her death she left ten living 
children. 

Most of my friends who are fat have hus- 
bands to look out for them and they were fat 
when they were married, too. The fat sisters 
must have something over the little sisters. 

I’m sorry, Dr. Lewis, but you are wrong in a 
lot of ways for I find that for the one man who 
doesn’t like a fat woman, there are ten that do. 
They say nobody likes a bone but a dog and if 
there isn’t meat on it he buries it for hard 
times. 

Mrs. M. Knox 
Independence, Mo. 


WHAT MEN DON’T LIKE 


The most touching story in the June issue 
was, “What Men Don’t Like About Women.” | 
hope this story will be a lesson to many wives. 

Boyd Myler 
Curacao, W. |. 


I’m a teen-ager and | really appreciated the 
article, “What Men Don’t Like About Women.” 
| especially like the stories on young married 
life. 

Augusta Boston 
Winnfield, La. 


Today | have read Tan Conressions for the 
first time, June magazine. | have read “What 
Men Don’t Like About Women” and | have 
found that this story is very helpful in every 
woman’s life. | think the story is very good for 
women married or going to be married. 

Rita Mendl 
Nurnberg, Germany 


ANOTHER MAGAZINE 


| read your magazine monthly. | am librarian 
of Thyne Institute in this city. | have had quite 
a bit of training in selecting books and maga- 
zines for high school students. | think TAN 
CONFESSIONS is a good magazine for high 
school students. The stories are true to 
life and they all teach a lesson, something our 
high school youths of today need and do not 
get in the classroom or the home sometimes. 

The special features and the book-length 
novel and biographies are good. They help one 
to learn about outstanding Negroes. This infor- 
mation could be valuable in any Negro history 
class or Negro literature class which we find in 
most Negro high schools today. 

The Home Service section is good teaching 
material for any modern home economics de- 
partment in high school and college. 


{ would like to recommend that your com- 
pany publish another magazine, for example, 
Tan Love or Tan Romance, along with Tan 
CONFESSIONS—a magazine with the same type 
of stories. The reason for this is I finish your 
magazine so soon and it seems a long time be- 
fore the next issue comes out. TAN CONFEs- 
SIONS was the first love story magazine I had 
ever read. 

G. C. Anderson 
Chase City, Va. 


LOVE OR MONEY 


Speaking about the July issue, I can say I 
enjoyed reading every story more than words 
can express, but most of all I am grateful to 
you for “Should a Girl Marry for Love or 
Money?” I think if every teen-ager as well as 
adult would read this story, they too would 
have chosen love. 

Tommie Lee Washington, Jr. 
West Palm Beach, Fla. 


| want you to know | have enjoyed all your 
stories but most of all I am grateful to you for 
“Should a Girl Marry for Love or Money?” It 


is a real good story. 
Woodrow W. Webb 
Raleigh, N. C. 


NEGRO HEROISM 


I have read Tan Conressions and like 
your stories very much. | have noticed a few 
articles regarding the troubles of people of 
different races in marriage, particularly, your 
story “I Married a Tan Yank.” 

I am a white man myself. I am a medical aid 
man in a rifle company of the 3rd infantry 
division in Korea. This company is made up of 
all colored men except me. | have never been 
treated so nice and made so many buddies as I 
have here. The platoon sergeant, Sfc. Leonidas 
Newton, and | have talked of the race problem 
a lot. Many of my former white buddies are no 
longer friendly because when arguments de- 
velop, | stick up for the colored troops. 

Ill just give an example of what these col- 
ored boys are willing to do for me. This platoon 
was on an attack on Hill 492 in the central 
sector of the front last month. A couple of the 
men had been hit by enemy small arms fire and 
were well out in front of us. My job was to get 
to those wounded men before the enemy did. A 
couple of the boys went with me. We got to 
them all right but when we started back, the 
Chinese opened fire on us with machine guns. 
The two men with me took the wounded men 
back on a different route to safety. A colored 
soldier that I didn’t know at the time risked his 
life for me. We are the best of buddies now. 
The two of us started back on our own. The 
Chinese caught us in an open area and opened 
up on us. Two bullets went through my right 
pants leg but never touch me enough to draw 
blood. This colored soldier—John Carter from 
Harrisburg, Penn.—came back out in the open 
to get me. He was hit twice, once in the leg and 
once in the shoulder. | bandaged him up and 
we played dead for about an hour before we 
could get out. John is back here now and one 
of the best buddies I have. If a lot of people 
could experience something of that nature, it 
would certainly bring them closer together in- 
stead of continuing this grudge. 

I am proud to be a member of a colored unit. 
These men have looked out for me as well as 
themselves and I am very grateful to these boys. 

Before I close, there is one more thing I 
would like to mention. Could you send me the 
addresses of colored families that | could write 
to? I am happy to make friends with as many 
people as I can in the colored race. 


Thank you ever so much. 
Pfc. Donald Adams 


APO. San Francisco, Calif. 
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Start now to have a lighter, 
brighter skin appearance with 











Wouldn't you be thrilled and delighted to 
have a skin appearance that is so lovely 
and irresistible and, oh, so kissable? Star 
Glow Skin Lightener has been used by 
thousands . . . so why don’t you try it, 
too? Send for the big jar today on our 
generous guarantee of complete satisfac- 
tion or your money will be sent back to 


you 
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STAR GLOW vep:. 1-10 











4 1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicage 14, If. : 
: Pieese rush to me @ 6week supply of Stor Glow Shin | 
a DC | enclose $1.20 (CD Send €.0.0. fer $1.00 i 
' Send pestpeid, tex poid plus tex ond postage ' 
' t 
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: Address t 
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Heres the Cream... 





AMAZING TISSUE TEST PROVES IT! 


Professional models know the camera’s 
eagle eye sees every make-up flaw. 
That’s why they choose Black and White 
Vanishing Cream as their make-up 
base. It gives complexions that perfect 
Photo Finish Look! This greaseless 
cream actually checks oiliness and 
holds make-up on longer, fresher, makes 
skin look brighter, feel softer! For new, 
thrilling loveliness use Black and White 
Vanishing Cream and have that glam- 
orous Photo Finish Look always! 


Pee == ==" 100K whenyou 
“ENCHANTING use greasy creams Ki 
s FACE POWDER yg Touch © tie Ce 
5 AND LIPSTICK 


we 
face. See how A \\ 
greasy creams & 
turn it ugly, 


Vanishing 
he is oil-free. See, 
no oil comes off! It’s a 
perfect foundation. 


8 10 beautiful u 

@ shades of Black oily. oe — 

g and White Face ee 

' Powder! Clings LOOK when you 
like mist, deli- > 

« cately scented! ree ve 

® Choose yours Is ing ream 

® now. Use “stay- ae A Touch a tis- 

8 on’’ Black and WW ~~ ge med 
Wh ick. ace. ac 

: ite Lipstick. aad White 
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Remove dirt, grime and 
make-up with Black and 
White Cleansing Cream. 35¢ 
Use Black and White Cold 
Cream to soften skin. 35¢. 


BLACK 4x0 WHITE 


VANISHING CREAM 


ENDS GRAY HAIR 


WORRIES IN 5 SECONDS 


sata easy Tintz Touch-up 

Pencil colors gray, faded 
hair at roots, parting, tem- 
ples. Like lipstick. In metal 
PLUS swivel case. Won't rub off 
TAX but washes out. SEND NO 


eo ¢€ MONEY. Deposit with post - 
man on delivery only $1 plus 

— tax and C.0.D. postage on 
guarantee of satisfaction or 


Money Back. State shack 
Mail order now to: 









k and Dark Brown 
TINTZ CO., Dept.724-B, 230 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago (, 11. 
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YOUR 


STARS AND NUMBERS 





| getemages is the month which brings 

those born under the sign Libra, 
September 23 to October 22, into the 
spotlight of the heavens. The Romans 
referred to Libra as the balance of 


| justice with which the goddess Astrea 


weighed the virtues and vices of man- 
kind. 

Libra signifies a lifetime given to the 
adjustment of concepts and character, 


| and this is brought about through per- 


| riage and friendships. 


sonal relationships in the form of mar- 
Libra is peaceful 


| by temperament but often is required 


| their state of peace. 


| environment is a “must” 


to resort to strife in order to maintain 
Many Librans de- 
pend too much on the cooperation of 
others to be the best opponents in games 
or contests. They distract from results 
by attempting to solve each circumstance 
by too much comparison instead of go- 
ing ahead into action. 

Libra persons are suited by tempera- 
ment to function in various business or 
trade activities. They can be contented 
in the legal, political, medical profes- 
sions as well as storekeeping, manufac- 
turing, art, music and entertainment. 

Among famous Negroes born under 
Libra are author Arna Bontemps (Oc- 
tober 13), singer and pianist Nellie 
Lutcher (October 15), singer Herb Jef- 
fries (September 24) and bebop king 
Dizzie Gillespie (October 21). 

It is well for Libra people to be selec- 
tive in their personal or business associa- 
tion with others because harmony and 
agreement has a definite place in their 
lives. According to star observers, Gem- 
ini and Aquarius are first choice for 
associations, then Leo and Sagittarius. 
Often Libra and Aries match up well 
together because Aries has the push and 
confidence so much needed by Libra. 

Libra is the sign of colors, tints and 
pastels of all shades with a preference 
to blues and yellows. Color has a definite 
meaning for it has an influence upon 
the Libra mind, feelings and state of 
health. Color harmony in dress and 
’ for true inner 


comfort and happiness. 

Libra jems are opals, jade, rose 
quartz, turquoise. Metal is copper. 
Flowers are violet and marshmallow. 
As to their number, Libra being ruled 
by the planet Venus, the best number is 
6, with 3 and 9 in close relationship. 

In the money department the active 
planet Mars, whose number is 9, gov- 
erns. Gemini is the sign governing 
romance, thus often there are two heart 
interests at the same time presenting a 
problem for decision. Fickleness can 
enter and upset results. Gemini 
rules Libra’s games of chance and specu- 
lation division and this favors the num- 
ber 5, which is linked to 3 and 7. 

The following number combinations 
are in prominence for good “luck” in 
October: 

5, 6, I—4, 6, 8—1, 3, 9. 

October brings romance and marriage 
much to the fore with encouragement 
to all of the birthdays under the 12 
signs of the Zodiac. Venus, the planet 
of love and affection, and Mars, planet 
of ardor and passion, hover over Virgo 
and send direct rays to Taurus, Capri- 
corn, Pisces, Cancer and Scorpio. 

My October offering of selected days 
favorable in the conduct of affairs for 
those born under the 12 signs of the 
Zodiac are as follows: 

Aries: 4, 6, 12, 13, 14, 17, 23, 26. 

Taurus: 2. 6, 11, 12, 15, 16, 21, dl. 

Gemini: 1, 9, 13, 15, 17, 23, 29. 

Cancer: 2, 6, 11, 15, 20, 21, 25, 29. 

Leo: 1, 5, 10, 13, 18, 20, 23, 24, 28. 

Virgo: 1, 2, 7, 9, 12, 15, 20, 25, 26. 

Libra: 1, 2, 5, 9, 12, 16, 18, 27, 28. 

Scorpio: 1, 2, 6, 9, 14, 20, 29, 30. 

Sagittarius: 1, 4, 5, 9, 13, 20, 23, 28. 

Capricorn: 2, 6, 7, 9, 15, 20, 23, 25. 

Aquarius: 1, 3, 4, 12, 14, 16, 18, 28. 

Pisces: 1, 2,6, 10; Ii, 12, 20; 29. 

Readers who do not know the sign of 
the Zodiac under which they were born, 
can obtain this information by sending 
a self-addressed, stamped envelope to 
Helen Sides, Tan Confessions, 1820 S. 
Michigan Ave., Chicago, IIl. 
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BY LORRAINE GILLESPIE 


T IS now 11 years since I married the 

man who has been identified the 
world over with bebop—Dizzy Gilles- 
pie. Those years have been full of ex- 
citement, music—and love. Dizzy loves 
to clown, to be always gay and carefree. 
But he can be sweet and gentle and a 
wonderful husband too. 

Getting married is a grave decision 
for any girl to make. It took me two 
years to get to know Dizzy well enough 
to want to marry him. But marry him 
I did. 

It all started backstage at the Howard 
Theater in Washington back in 1938. 
Life was gayer then. Prices were lower 
too. Your dollar went a much longer 
distance than it does today. Courting a 
girl was easier on a man’s pocket book. 

In those days | was a chorus girl 
working with a line that was booked 
into the Howard for two months. One 
week Teddy Hill’s band was engaged to 
play the theater and one of the guys in 
the trumpet section was a certain John 
Birks Gillespie. I didn’t notice him 
much at first but after a while I realized 


he was different from the others. He 
was always playing around. He never 
seemed to have a serious moment. He 
did weird, wild things, on stage and 
backstage but he had charm too. 

He started irritating me the first day 
of the show by blowing his horn right 
into my ear during the finale as I was 
dancing. All I could do was turn 
around and glare at the guy. I was 
pretty angry. But he was having a great 
time. I didn’t know his name then as we 
hadn’t been introduced. 

The music he played was striking, 
very different from any trumpet playing 
| had ever heard. I suppose that was 
the beginning of bop. I didn’t under- 
stand it then, but I remember that it 
moved me in a strange way. 

We were never introduced in the for- 
mal sense. Dizzy merely walked up to 
me one afternoon as I was about to go 
out to lunch with another chorus girl. 
“Excuse me,” he murmured, smiling 
impishly, “but I’d like to take you to 
lunch.” I looked at the other girl, smiled 


and said, (Continued on Page 92) 
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LEE MODES, 1 2th St. & 7th Ave. 
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TAILOR MADE FIT! 
Your ‘‘Grace’’ NARRO-WAIST 
TUMMY SLIMMER is patented te 
pretect yeu against imitations. In 
the waist and then—like magic 

gone is that unwanted pro- 
truding stomach. There are 22 
eatures in all. Each section au- 
extra arrangement of straps at 
each side draws the waist-line 

1. The frent adjustment flattens 
your tummy. Preste! 
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F ANYONE had ever told me that 
beauty could bring a curse to a mar- 
riage I probably would have laughed 
them off and reasoned that they were 
just making a “sour grapes” rationaliza- 
tion. For as any woman will tell you— 
age not withstanding—we of the so- 
called “fairer sex” spend practically all 
our lives trying to make ourselves more 
beautiful for only one reason: either to 
catch a husband or to hold the one we 
already have. It’s only natural, we say, 
for a woman to want to be beautiful be- 
cause when a man looks for a wife he 
usually seeks the most attractive woman. 
But I found out—after months of bit- 
ter frustration and worry—that beauty 
can be a curse. It can make the worst 
kind of tragedy out of marriage, and the 
worst part of it is that a woman so 
blessed seldom discovers what is wrong 
I know because it 





until it is too late. 
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Do Pretty Women 


Ellen found out it takes more than just facial beauty 


happened to me and very nearly caused 
me to lose my husband and ruin both 
our lives. 

Like a lot of people, I had always be- 
lieved that with my looks I would never 
have any trouble keeping a husband at 
home and happily married. I figured 
that i could make my marriage an ever- 
lasting honeymoon as long as I kept my- 
self attractive just for my husband. 

But that was just it. I didn’t realize 
until it was almost too late that the good 
looks I had been born with were actually 
driving my husband away from me— 
to the understanding arms of another 
woman. 

Unbelievable? Perhaps. But when 
you read this intimate, honest account 
of what happened to my marriage you'll 
see how right I am in saying that beauty 
can be a dreadful curse. 


All my life I had thought myself lucky 
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Make Poor Wives? 


to make a happy homelife for a hard-working husband 


to be born with the kind of face you 
sometimes see in the magazine ads. | 
had an olive complexion, dark, spar- 
kling eyes, and the kind of hair that 
needed only brushing to bring out its 
silken lustre. As far back as | could re- 
member I had been in church plays and 
school pageants just because of my 
looks. And when I got into my late 
teens my pictures were used a lot on the 
front pages of the Pittsburgh Courier 
and other newspapers, again for the 
same reasons—simply because | looked 
pleasing in a “cheesecake” pose. 

But the day that Eddie and I got mar- 
ried was the beginning of my rude awak- 
It was a day that I had looked 
forward to all my life, and I was as 


ening. 


radiant and happy as any bride could 
be. I remember now how my heart 
fluttered as I walked down the aisle of 
the crowded little chapel and heard the 





whispered comments that followed my 
every step. 

“She really makes a beautiful bride,” 
A few 
steps further somebody else sighed: 
“Eddie sure was the lucky guy!” 

It was all too wonderful for words 
and | thought to myself then that ac- 
tually I was the lucky one to be getting 
Eddie for a husband. He was the kind 
of man I knew I could be happy with— 
the serious, hard-working, ambitious 
type who would succeed at almost any- 
thing. He wasn’t real handsome—at 
least not the “lady-killer” type—but that 
He had most 


someone said in a hushed voice. 


never entered my mind. 


of the qualities I was looking for in a 
husband, and that was all that mattered 
We could manage on his salary 
and commissions from his insurance 
agent’s job, and in another few years I 
was sure that (Continued on Page 75) 
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Raveen's 
new scientific 
formula works to help stop 
dry scalp, splitting hair, breaking ends. 


If you’ve been looking and looking for some- 
thing that would glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous appearance, 
RAVEEN may be the answer to your prayers. 
RAVEEN gets to work on that dry, itchy, 
scaly scalp and helps Nature to give you the 
appearance that goes with shining billows of 
long, lustrous hair you’ve always wanted. If the 
length of your hair has been affected by its un- 
due dryness, you owe it to yourself to try 
RAVEEN on our generous no risk offer. 


Woney Gack, Guarantee! 


Try RAVEEN accord- 
ing to directions. If 
not completely sat- 
isfied, return unused 
portion of jar and 
full purchase price 
will be immediately 
refunded. 
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If you suffer itchy, 
misery of blackheads, 
acne, eczema, simple 
ringworm, get and 
use Black and White 
Ointment today. 25c, 
60c, 85c. Also use 
Black and White Soap. 
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TALK 


By Jane Walters 


ORGEOUS GALS have been so pub- 
licized and idolized that every babe 
who isn’t a Lena or a Lana feels that 
she might as well drop dead. 
girls, movie stars, novel heroines, mod- 


Cover 


els, sweethearts of Sigma Chi—all are 
presented as visions of loveliness. There 
is a slick chick in every ad. Even the 
songs we sing are for the most part 
eulogies of somebody’s pretty baby. 

Such is the premium placed upon 
beauty by American society. And be- 
cause of this god-like worship, many a 
plain Jane’s personality has suffered and 
her future happiness been blighted. 

So daughter, if you belong to that 
group whose looks run from ordinary 
to ugly and you have been crying your- 
self to sleep because you are not whistle 
bait, can’t get a decent date, Aunt Jane 
has news for you. You may never be a 
raving beauty but you can be smart, 
stunning and attractive. You, too, can 
be popular. 

Pretty is as pretty does, and true 
beauty comes from within. According 
to the experts, “even the most homely 
girl endowed with the intangible quality 
of charm can seem beautiful to her 
friends.” 

As a teen-ager, you want to know how 
you can turn plain features into pretty 
ones and start getting dates so that 
eventually you can get married and make 
a good wife. The fellows in your crowd 
aren't looking for hidden beauty and 
wouldn’t know an inner glow if they 
came face to face with one on a dark 
night. 

What you want to know is how you 
can change that bad complexion to one 
of velvety smoothness, and how you can 
look dainty when your feet are too big. 
This white Venus idealism which de- 
termines the standards of beauty by 
which we abide has got even you be- 
lieving that if you are dark and have 


Well. 


No less an 


coarse hair, you can’t be pretty. 
throw it out of your mind. 
expert on feminine pulchritude than 
cartoonist E. Simms Campbell says 
“Black women are beautiful.”” And the 
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Australian portrait photographer, Noel 
Rubie, says that “Gold Coast native 
women are among the most beautiful 
women in the world by any standards.” 
African women are dark. They do not 
That should take 
care of racial traits. If it doesn’t, just 
take a good look around you. 

Is the most popular girl in your school 
always the prettiest? How about the 
class president or the volleyball captain 
or the dramatic society chairman? You 
unconsciously think of them as attrac- 
tive because they have so much to offer 


believe in slick hair. 


that you forget their physical features. 
They have mastered the art of making 
the most out of what they are and have. 

That brings us back to those darned 
compensating qualities and the little 
tricks of personal care and training that 
can make even a very plain gal good 
looking. 

Be neat, not beat. Use plenty of good 
warm water and soap for that clean. 
fresh, wholesome look and for the skin 
he loves to touch. Brush your hair, your 
teeth, your finger nails, your clothes and 
your shoes. Keep those seams straight, 
those shoulder straps clean. Never be 
caught outside of your door with a slip- 
ping slip or a sagging hem. No matter 
what kind of hair you have, keep it well- 
groomed, well styled, becoming. Scrub 
those elbows and stockingless feet. Keep 
the backs of your collars clean by get- 
ting acquainted with spot removers. Get 
into the habit of rinsing out your nylois 
and underthings each night before you 
go to bed. Keep that powder puff clean. 
Keep white gloves and shoes white, not 
tattle-tale gray. Make use of deodor- 
ants. 

Be smart. Study your type and figure 
and color. Read magazines and fashion 
columns to determine what is most suit- 
able for you. Wear fads and allow 
trends only if they are becoming. I» 
the selection of jewelry and perfumes. 
don’t overdo it. Be in good taste. Go 
light on the cosmetics. Don’t become 
a “character.” You want to be admired, 


not noticed. (Continued on Page 74) 
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THE 
RECORDS 
By Jim Goodrich 


— GARNER, popular fashioner 


of many piano styles, tries some- 








thing new on his most recent recordings 
for a Columbia album called Erroll 
Garner Gems. Without rehearsal or a 
break in the recording session, the ener- 
getic little keyboard wizard waxed ditty 
after ditty for the package of eight sides 
(Indiana, I’m In The Mood For Love, 
The Way You Look Tonight, Penthouse 
Serenade, Play Piano Play, Laura, Body 
and Sou! and | Cover the Waterfront). 
He was backed by bassist John Simmons 
and drummer Shadow Wilson. 

What Garner accomplishes musically 
in his latest effort is good listening by 
all standards in hep jazz circles. Record 
people hail the collection as “a rare 
musical event.” Critics are not quite that 
enthusiastic but do generally find the 
work refreshing entertainment. 

Garner is much of his old self in the 
Columbia package, imparting a feeling 
of gayety and humor to each of his 
piano interpretations. On the up-tempo 
tunes, he even hums audibly as he swings 
on the keyboard. His vocal noises come 
off in cricket-like sounds which ring a 
bit like mechanical flaws on the record- 
ings. 

The new Garner album definitely rates 
among the best of the puckish pianist’s 
many tours on wax. He is the most 
frequently recorded of all jazz piano 
stars, having been pressed with his tal- 
ents on no less than 31 labels. Yet his 
record for (Continued on Page 53) 





[_] The better looker 


Both stags ask to be your leading man—so 
what should a doe do? Choose the one who 
spoke up first. You can’t lose by playing 
fair—and ten to one Dreamboy will re-pop 
the question. Next time your calendar says 
“Don’t go, on date night — speak up; ask for 





When dining out, 
would a smart doll— 
[_] Disregard prices 
[_] Wipe the silver 
{_] Swipe the silver 
All wrong? You’re right! When ordering, 
a smart doll considers her guy’s wallet; 
doesn’t filch tableware ‘‘souvenirs.”” And 
she won’t wipe off the silver; there’s no 
need, and it’s bad manners. As for ‘‘certain”’ 
needs, it’s smart to have the right answer 
...80 try the 3 absorbencies of Kotex ( differ- 
ent sizes, for different days). See how right 
you'll be with Regular, Junior or Super! 





PS. 4 


When two boys ask you to dance, should you choose— 
[_} The lad who asked first 


*y. mw. REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. 
Have you tried Delsey*? It’s the new bathroom tissue 
that’s safer because it’s softer. A product as superior 
as Kotex. A tissue as soft and absorbent as Kleenex.* 
( We think that’s the nicest compliment there is.) 






(1) Vie the coin-Ripping method 
Kotex. Because those flat pressed ends prevent 
revealing outlines, confidence is sure to 
follow. And you get extra protection with 
the special safety center and soft, special 
edges that resist moisture. (Kotex can be 
worn on either side, safely!) 





What type is the 


best dating material? 

(_] Fun-to-talk-to 

[_] Big time spender 

[_] Lover boy 
Just being a Good Time Charlie doesn’t mean 
he’s the best date mate. Snag a squire who’s 
fun to talk to: has the same interests. 
Chatter you both enjoy keeps you at ease. 
You'll always find “‘those”’ days easy to get 
along with—once you let Kotex help you 
stay really comfortable. For Kotex is made to 
stay soft while you wear it; gives downy 
softness that holds its shape. 


More women choose KOTEX’ 
than all other sanitary napkins 
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ACT TODAY TO BE 


LOVELIER TOMORROW ! 








Kesults guaranteed 
from just 
one jar ! 


Mew Wadtnola De Luse 


GREASELESS BLEACHING CREAM 


FOR A LIGHTER, SMOOTHER, YOUNGER LOOKING COMPLEXION! 


Don’t deprive your skin of this won- 
derful new aid to beauty for another 
day! Give it the help of Nadinola’s 
swift bleaching and clearing action 
now! This new Nadinola De Luxe 
cream is non-oily —there’s no messy 
rubbing off on clothing or pillow! 
Use Nadinola De Luxe at night with 
delight—and in daytime as a per- 
fect foundation cream. 


See day-by-day progress! 
Let your mirror show you how fast 
Nadinola De Luxe lightens and 
brightens your skin—counteracts 
oily shine—helps loosen and remove 


blackheads and clear up externally- 
caused pimples. See how soon your 
complexion looks lighter, smoother, 
younger! 

Money-Back Guarantee! 


Get Nadinola De Luxe Greaseless 
Bleach Cream now—special 69¢, at 
your drug store or toilet counter, on 
money back guarantee. Nadinola, 
Paris, Tennessee. 


The original, genuine, ever 
famous Nadinola Bleaching 
Cream for those who prefer 
the extra richness of fine oils 
in their skin cream—special 
57¢ and 89¢ sizes. 














Low Monthly 
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‘2 Train Now to Be a Practical Nurse 


Let us show you how you can study 
in your spare time to prepare for 
employment in this honored calling. 
Time to finish depends entirely on 
your ability. Ages 18 to 55. 





No Extra 
Charges 

















Nurses are greatly needed. Our graduates ave in demand. 
WAYNE SCHOOL OF PRACTICAL NURSING 





WAYNE SCHOOL OF PRACTICAL NURSING 
{ 2525 N. SHEFFIELD AVE., DEPT. EX-6, CHICAGO 14, ILLINOIS 


{ Please send me complete information about your course in Practical Nursing. 
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By Helen Sides 


_ THROUGH the ages man has 
expressed himself through the work 
of his hands. When the artist paints we 
have expression and when the musician 
gives us a melody, we see the mind 
through the effort of the hand. Hand- 
writing is expressive movement and by 
the style, slant, and shade of your writ- 
ing one is able to see the value of 
thoughts. Your character traits are re- 
vealed by analyzing of your writing. For 
instance take the trait of memory. 

Memory is the power of the mind to 
bring forward into consciousness the 
records of passed impressions or ex- 
periences. Have you a good memory? 
If you can recall facts and incidents at 
will, then your memory is definitely 
good. There are a lot of us who oc- 
casionally forget, and very embarrasing 
is our forgetfulness. 

Nerve strain caused by the furious 
rush to live typifies one prevalent cause 
of a poor memory. In most cases poor 
memory is due to failure to record 
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mental impressions sufficiently strong to 
build up a good memory. If we grasp a 
subject superficially, we can’t expect our 
memory of it to be anything but hazy. 
Handwriting analysis can aid in bal- 
ancing your various traits, and point 
out the best direction in which to train 
your mental powers. Compare your writ- 
ing with the following specimens which 
show memory abilities. 

Fig. I is typical of those who have a 
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good memory (Continued on Page 80) 
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BORDERS 


You can de it, too—with paint 
plus gay Decals and Borders 


NeW decorator's magic for your home 
—with bright, washable Decals and Decal 
Borders. Matching designs transform old 
things into new—make drab walls, doors, 
furniture or accessories sparkle with color 
and charm. Just dip in water to apply. So 
easy to do—so inexpensive; and remov- 
able, too! See Meyercord Decals and 
Borders today! Dozens of new designs 
at stores everywhere — from 10c to 79c. 
Leek fer Meyercord’s new Fabri-cal 
iron-on designs fer fabric decoration! 


WIN £500 


Anyone can enter! Anyone can win! Just 
finish this sentence in 25 words or less: 
“I like Meyercord Decals and Borders 
because. . . '’ First Prize: $500.00 Defense 
Bond; plus 50 prizes of famous Meyer- 
cord Home Decoration Kits,$10.00value. 
Each entry must be accompanied by an empty 


om Meyercord Decals, Borders or 
facsimile. Ju 


Pabe ca 
abri-cals; or a reasonable im 
iginality. Decision of Judges 
will be final. In case of a tie duplicate prizes will 


ison aptness and or: 


be awarded. All entries become the property 
of The Meyercord Co. Enter as many times as 
you want. Contest ends midnite, Jan. 15,1952. 
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! saree 
City Stete 
Send entries to: MEYERCORD, Chicago, Ill. Box 














EAR MRS. JACKSON: My boy 

friend and I are both 17 years old 
and he is the first boy who has asked 
to come to see me. No other boy is 
allowed to call on me. When we first 
started going together last August he 
was very faithful. Now he stays away 
three weeks at a time and doesn’t write 
or call. Still he says he loves me. Do 
you think I should continue living in 
torture until he decides to come back? 

Miss M.D. 

Dear M.D.: At 17 you are foolish to 
sit around for three weeks at a time 
waiting for anyone. In fact, at 17 most 
girls should have a host of friends— 
school mates, neighbors, and the young 
people who go to her church. It is only 
in this way that she can grow up to 
know the world. Get out and know 
people. 

* * * 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: | have been mar- 
ried three years and have one child. 
However this child is not my husband’s 
but was born before we married. When 
we married he said he would take care 
of the baby and he did treat it nice until 
February of last year and then he started 
to act funny and we parted. Since then 
I have seen him with another woman 
and he just doesn’t seem to care. Yet 
he still wants to boss me and the baby 
but does not do anything for us. He 
tells me he still loves me and the baby 
and sometimes he is very nice and some- 
times he is so mean | just don’t know 
what to do. I am 21 and he is 25. 

Mrs. B.P. 

Dear Mrs B.P.: Legally the man is 
still your husband even though you are 
separated and he is supposed to support 
you and your child. Since he says he 
still loves you and is nice to you and the 
baby at times there seems to be some 
chance of saving your marriage. | 
would advise you to take your case to a 
domestic relations court where you can 








iron out your differences and if your 


DEARLY 
BELOVED 


A Forum For Your Marriage Problems 
Conducted by Frances Abegail Jackson 


move would (Continued on Page 59) 





husband still does not do better he can 
at least be made to pay for the support 
of his family. 

* * * 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am a legally 
separated woman with two small chil- 
dren, aged one and two, to support. | 
am 2] years of age. My problem is 
this: I want to finish my education. | 
am a high school graduate and am in- 
terested in teaching school. Certainly 
[ am willing to work my way but please 
What could possibly be 
wrong with me? I have never been able 
to hold down a job or anything. I am 
studying to take a civil service examina- 
tion in Washington and I am afraid I’m 
beat before I start because of my failure 
to hold down other jobs. Also I would 
like to know your viewpoint on whether 
[ should let my husband take my oldest 
child. I know it would be a lot easier 
on me but | don’t want to be an un- 
worthy mother. My mother and grand- 
mother think it terrible that I even think 
of it. 


tell me this. 


Mrs. Doris G. 

Dear Doris: For a 21-year-old you 
surely have’ managed to complicate your 
life. Perhaps your best hope lies in sim- 
plifying it. Knowing nothing about 
your personality and ability I cannot 
even begin to tell you why you cannot 
hold a job. In all honesty, I have a 
feeling that you can dnswer that one 
yourself—you know why you lost those 
that you had. But I can say that your 
defeatist attitude—the fear that you 
won't be able to keep a job—is proba- 
bly partly to blame. 

You are trying to get a civil service 
job in Washington and you want to go 
back to school to learn to be a teacher. 
At the same time you have two children 
to support. Don’t you think you are 
trying too much? As for your letting 
your husband take the oldest child my 
Just forget about your- 
self and consider whether or not the 


advice is this. 
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I STOOD in front of the mirror 
and smoothed down the trim 
jacket of my sky-blue uniform and 


gave my jaunty cap a final pat. 
Over the public address system 
speaker in one corner of the lounge 
I heard the announcement of a 
flight arrival, but the words were 
just a blur in my ears. Out of the 
corner of my eye I saw a little girl 
and a woman watching me and | 
stiffened when I heard the child 
blurt out, “What is she, Mummy? 
What is she, hunh?” 
Immediately, the first fright 
passed and | prided myself on con- 
cealing my inward panic so well. 
The child couldn’t possibly know, 
so why get excited? I chided my- 
self. Yet, I waited with bated 
breath until I heard the mother’s 


answer. 


“Aren't you glad to see me, 
darling? Don’t you want 
to kiss me?” 








‘“‘Why she’s a stewardess, honey. She 


akes care of people on the plane.” 


“Oh.” 


moment, 


The little girl studied me for 


then said, “She’s awful 


I etty ay 


“Yes, she is!” the woman agreed. 
Maybe she'll fly with us to Chicago. 


VYouldn’t that be nice?” 


Io 


My breath eased out in a sigh of re-- 


lief and I tossed them a grateful smile. 
Then, gathering up all my courage, | 
walked out of the lounge toward the 
airline office. My final—and toughest 
—test was coming up and I could delay 
it no longer. Out on the ramp I heard a 
plane warming up, but over the roar 
of the engines and the thousand and 
other noises that are part of the La- 


Guardia airport | kept hearing the words 
of that little girl, They rang in my 
ears like a bell tolling the approach of 
doom—“What is she? What is she?” 

Yes, what was I? A girl who had 
dreamed of flying all her life; a woman 
who had worked and studied, hoped and 
prayed for a chance to be another Amelia 
Bessie Coleman: a 


Earhart, another 


woman who was finally moving one step 


nearer her goal by becoming an airline 
stewardess. 
But that wasn’t what | was afraid the 








little 








irline 


d the 


little girl meant that awful fleeting mo- 
ment back in the lounge. I was much 
like all the other girls who worked for 
the company, petite, pretty, and a trained 
nurse. I had a nice figure, | was blonde 
with smooth, creamy skin and attractive 
features. I was also a Negro. .. . 

OO MUCH ambition” was my 

trouble. My father would grumble 
whenever I used to rattle off all the 
things I would do someday “when | 
grew up.” Nevertheless, he put up with 
all my girlish whims, buying me a dozen 
dolls when I announced that | wanted to 
become a nurse and needed patients for 
my make-believe hospital, then, when | 


aaa 
Mil 


changed my mind, building bird houses 
and shelters and bird baths so | could 
study my feathered friends for a career 


as a scientist. 

My childhood was very happy and 
being the only girl, and almost ten years 
younger than my brother, Greg, I guess 
I was a little spoiled. My mother seemed 
to understand my ambitions, at least she 


was always sympathetic and encouraged 
me to try anything I made up my mind 
to do. Dad, on the other hand, was 
somewhat disappointed that I was more 
the tomboy than the sedate young lady 
he wanted me to be. 

But I was too close to Greg to waste 
my time and energy on silly, uninterest- 
ing girl’s games. Despite the difference 
in our ages, we were inseparable and it 


“{ hope you won't misun di. ve a responsibility 
to the company. Tell me are y Ni gro7” 


was my big brother, the smartest, hand- 
somest boy in the world, I thought, who 
first aroused my interest in aviation. It 
was in Greg’s big scrapbook that I found 
pictures and clippings about Bessie Cole- 
man, the young colored girl who was 
undoubtedly the first to become a flyer. 

I recall one clipping, slightly yellowed 
and dog-eared with age, telling of her 
exploits and I felt that soaring through 
the air high above the earth would be 
the most thrilling thing in the world. 
Then there was a newspaper photo of 
her standing beside the old-fashioned bi- 
plane she flew, wearing a leather helmet 
with the big goggles shoved up on her 
forehead. And finally, the article tell- 
ing of her untimely death in a plane 
crash. Many a night I wept in sadness 
as I studied Greg’s scrapbook, re-read- 
ing the accounts of the tragic—yet 
glorious-—-end (Continued on Page 54) 
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Sue was a “‘square” from “down home” when she first came to Har- 





lem but she learned fast after she met Claude and Anne—too fast to 


avoid a bitter tragedy with fatal results. 


A® SOON as | finish writing this. I’m going 
to end it all—a leap off a bridge, a gas- 
filled room or a ten-cent bottle of iodine— 
the way I do it isn’t really important. All I 
know is that I don’t want to live any more. 
Whatever you pay for Tan CONFESSIONS 
stories, you can forget it if you use this one. 
Where I’m going money isn’t going to do me 
any good. I hope you will print my story 


because writing it is the one remaining decent 
thing | can do to try and make some amends 
for the rottenness of which I have been guilty. 


| can only hope that some girl or woman who 
is tempted to make the same mistake | did. 
will think twice, remembering what happened 
to me—remembering how I cruelly killed one 
of the finest, sweetest men who ever lived. 
No, this isn’t a murder confession, not in the 
technical sense of the word. And yet it is, for 
while I didn’t kill with my hands or a weapon, 
| destroyed a fellow human with brutality, 
selfishness and absolute disregard for ordi- 
nary decency. 

Don’t try to find (Continued on Page 59) 
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THE LOVE LIFE 


OF A 


FOUR-LEGGED GIRL 


BY BETTY LOU WILLIAMS 
enemas I think that most of the people who come to 


exhibitions to see the celebrated “Four-Legged Girl” are 
mean and that God must not love them. 

Sometimes I think this because they laugh at me. Some- 
times they look at me, shudder and walk away shaking their 
heads. 

A few of them have walked up close to the stand and 
tugged at my extra legs. Cold shivers seem to run down their 
spines as they touch the solid flesh and bone that hangs from 
my side. Others, I guess, get an extra thrill because they 
giggle just the way little girls do when they go in the “Thrill 
House” or “Ghost Chamber” at-amusement. parks. Maybe 
these people are really not mean. They are just curious thrill- 
seekers and some of them may believe that 1 am a fake and 
not really a four-legged girl. 

Sometimes I am amused at the people who come to stare 
and sometimes I am just bored to tears, you might say. 


But sometimes I have to cry. These are not tears of bore- 
| dom, but big tears of sorrow, tears that come from being just 
outside of the big, growing world where other Negro girls 
my age are riding in cars with their beaux and swimming 
and other things that are nice. 

There was a time once in Memphis when a white lady 
stared at me for many minutes, her eyes bugging out like a 








caterpillar’s. She reminded me of a lot 
of animals, that lady, because finally a 
nasty little smile twisted her thin mouth 
upwards. Then she said: “Ain’t nothing 
but a nigger gal with another little nigger 
stuck onto her belly, shucks.” 

That was one time I cried. Big tears 
alted up in my eyes and dropped down 
on what would have been the posterior 
»f my twin sister if God had seen fit to 

1ake us into two whole girls instead of 
just one deformed one. 

Another time I cried real hard in pub- 
lic was when a woman laughed at me in 
public. It happened this way: I was on 
the stand and the lecturer was describing 
ne. The lecturer is the inside man at a 
arnival who describes the exhibits. 

This lecturer was talking about me 
when | spied a handsome young brown- 
skinned man in the front of the audience. 
He had been there twice before but had 
ilways stood in the background. This 
me he was right up front and smiled at 

in a flirtatious way. 

| looked at him and returned his smile. 

had never spoken to him and he had 
But he had 


me to the show three times and each 


1ever said a word to me. 


me he moved a little closer to me. Also 
s man never looked at my extra body; 
e only looked deep into my eyes and 
s look made me quiver. It was a nice 


rt of quiver, a little funny feeling. I 
id thought about him a lot after I'd 
rst seen him. And here he was looking 


iulyhoo man introduces Betty to audiences, offers reward to 
anyone who can show she does not have four real legs. 


into my eyes and smiling. I felt real 
good. This is unusual because on the ex- 
hibition stand I either feel numb or blue. 
I don’t like being exhibited. 

This woman looked at me too, but her 
look was different. It was one of those 
hateful looks I get so often. She got real 
close to the stand and then burst out 
laughing. She laughed so much tears 
spilled out of her eyes. And finally she 
left, quaking with laughter. By this time 
I was crying because she had embar- 
rassed me in the presence of Curly—I 
did not know his name, but had given 
him this nickname. 

Curly left shortly after this happened. 
I have always felt that he would have 
come backstage to see me that night, but 
he never did and I never saw him again. 

It has been that way with many men 
I have known. 

That has pretty. much been the story 
of my life-—a story | am telling for the 
first time here. 

I have had composition in school and 
in my English always got good marks. 
but this is the first time I have ever set 
down on paper all the things that bother 
me and make me cry or make me happy. 

Some of the things that I am going to 
write about I have never before dis- 
cussed with anyone. I guess even my 
family has ceased to wonder what I think 
and how I feel about things. Most of my 
salary goes home to them and | am 


proud to be supporting them. I have 








bought a fine big farm and a nice new 
car. In fact I have bought three cars 
with my earnings. Some day I'd like to 
buy a car just for me and a house in 
Detroit. I don’t know why, but I just 
like Detroit. 

[ want to write about my first ro- 
mance. His name was Nathaniel and he 
was big and strong. One of the first 
things I notice about a man is his shape. 
I like well-formed men. I like to look at 
statues of them in the museum and | 
would like to have a big, handsome hus- 
band. Some day I am sure that I will 
find one. 

Nathaniel and I went to the same 
school. I never had one private word 
with him. but I’d see him in the halls and 
find some way to make him talk to me. 
He was always polite but he never had 
much to say to me outside of school stuff. 

Once there was a big dance at the 
school and I had bought a very attractive 
dress to wear. I looked at that dress for 
weeks longing and hoping for the dance 
night to come. But even as I looked at it 
and yearned to be dancing in it, | knew 
that it could never be and that I would 
never even go to the dance. Besides the 
dress did not even fit me. It would have 
fitted if I had no extra body, but since 
| have, it did not fit. 

In my home fall weather is pretty 
weather. There is the smell of burned 
leaves in the soft night air and the skies 
seem so very clear at night and sort of 






Chatting with 679-pound fat man, Betty passes time between shows. 
She refuses to risk operation for removal of extra legs. 
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hazy in the day. Some of the leaves are 
beginning to turn and they get the pret- 
tiest colors. All red and green and even 
blue. The skies have that misty blue color 
in the day and sometimes at night there 
js just enough snap in the air to make 
woolen clothes feel good against you. 

I knew it would be that kind of night. 
| longed for it to come. But inside me 
somewhere there was a feeling of empti- 
ness. I knew I had lied to myself about 
buying a dress that would not fit. I knew 
| had lied to myself when I hoped that 
Nathaniel would ask me to come to the 
dance. Most of all I knew what always 
happened at dances. 

Some of the girls would form little 
groups around me and talk and laugh 
with me. And sometimes they would say 
“Gee, doesn’t Sally look sad in that red 
thing she’s wearing. She sure is one ugly 
old girl.” But I’d never agree. I could 
never bring myself to say anyone was 
ugly, or bad looking. 

I knew also that no boy would ask me 
to dance unless he felt like he ought to. 
And that is what always happened. When 
the dance was over, some one would 
drive me and other girls home. The other 
girls were always taken home last. I was 
always driven home first and there were 
never any touching good night scenes at 
my doorstep. Once or twice at school | 
thought I would ask Nathaniel to take 
me to the dance, but I could never do it. 
My conversation with him never got be- 


Liking spirituals Betty plays records in her dressing room and has 
listener in Jeri Germani, who knife thrower uses for target. 
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yond the state of “Did you get the math 
problem” and he’d nod and talk to me 
about it for a few moments. Never for 
long. 

After many, many hours the dance 
night came and I stayed at home. From 
my window I could hear the music from 
the school and once in a while I would 
hear the tinkly laughter that I always 
liked to share in. 

I lay in bed and cried myself to sleep. 
In those days I cried a lot. I’d cry at 
home or in the park or anywhere. I even 
got so I hated to go to bed because to me 
a bed was a place to cry in. Little things 
would make me cry but never made me 
I would hurt inside but I would 
never show my hurt outside. 


angry. 


THINK the first time I ever felt a real 

hurt from my condition was when I 
was about 12 and for the first time real- 
ized that I was an exhibit. It is hard for 
me to make anyone understand what | 
really mean when I say I am an exhibit. 

Can you imagine yourself being in a 
sort of cage, a cage with no bars and no 
glass to the windows, but a cage never- 
theless, and having people just stare at 
you and maybe say mean things? | 
don’t think that everyone is mean. Only 
a few people are mean but their mean- 
ness hurts. 

I did not realize all this when I was a 
little girl of 12. 


I don’t even recall the incident that 





ur 





made me realize it. I only recall that 
one day, standing there on the platform 
I said, “Betty, you are an exhibit.” I kept 
saying it over and over to myself and I 
looked at the other exhibits. There was 
the armless boy, the fat boy, the woman 
with long hair on her face and the half- 
man half-woman. He was a phoney 
though he was all man in a way and in 
another way he wasn’t. 

I realized then that my life was tied up 
with these people. Before that I had at- 
tended little southern schools they have 
for colored children and teachers passed 
me whether I earned it or not. I guess 
they felt sorry for me and sometimes it 
is nice to have people’s sympathy. But it 
is not good to have sympathy when you 
want love. 

Anyhow, I realized I did not want to 
live all my life on sympathy and exhibi- 
tions and this made me study harder in 
I decided I wanted to be a 
stenographer so that maybe I could get a 


school. 


job in an insurance company or some 
other place that hires Negroes. 
Sometimes people sneer when I men- 
tion that I go to school and am studying 
stenography and business subjects. They 
seem to think that no businessman would 
hire me. I’d attract too much attention 
in the office and he might not like to 
look at me. But, I can always save enough 
money to buy my own business and be- 
sides there may be a man who would hire 
me. I believe (Continued on Page 52) 


Fireater O’Saturday brings ice to Betty to keep soft drinks 
cold in her dressing room. She is considered star of show. 















Seema roy fue, boy frivnd come off it} that knights 


rel Jue hrssing hands anid sty fe" Hos neered. 


MY HEART 
WENT DANCING 


Honey and Helene were a surefire cinch for suc- 

cess as a dance team until Dan got into the act 

with his slick ways and threw their routine and 
romance out of step 


ITTING here in the third row of the Regal Theatre, I am not part 

of the audience which is enthusiastically getting into the act 
with a tall, sharp dancer who is picking ’em up and laying ’°em down 
with the careless ease of an expert. Yes, I am following every grace- 
ful move of Honey King’s lithe, slender body, each workmanlike 
ripple with which his talented feet emphasize the heady music of 
the Count’s band, but I am not looking at Honey’s feet, nor the 
dazzling smile he is flashing at his audience. I am looking beyond 
the spotlight into Honey’s eyes and I know that those pretty brown 
eyes of his do not match the curve of joy on his lips. I know those 
eyes are tragic. For I put the tragedy into them. 

Four years ago it was in a New York hotel room that I took all 
the real joy out of Honey’s heart when I faced him, hands on my 
hips, a sneer on my face, and told him with all the cruelty I could 
summon into my voice: 

“Listen, baby, you’re strictly small time. I’m getting off at this 
station. You can have the peanuts.” 

I’ve never been able to forget the sad, twisted smile he gave me 
as he turned to go. 

“Okay, baby,” he said. “Okay.” 

You see, I used to be the other half of Honey King. We were 
partners and we were good. Maybe we were so good before the spot- 
lights because we practically grew up together, because we learned 
all the tricky, snappy little secrets of modern dance together and be- 








cause, well, because we were in love. 

We went to school in Richmond, 
Honey and I. Our folks were next-door 
neighbors and good friends. Our par- 
ents thought it was cute that we became 
buddies at the toddling age, played and 
fought with each other and ignored 
every other kid in the neighborhood. 
Then there were grammar school and 
high school days and the friendship 
lasted and deepened. It was Honey 
who carried my books home for me 
every day, Honey who did those impos- 
sible geometry assignments for me, 
Honey who took me gaily, proudly to 
the Junior and Senior proms. Every- 
one in town knew that | was Honey’s 
girl and I was awfully proud of it. Who 
wouldn’t have been proud of this ear- 
nest, affectionate, good-looking boy who 
had earned his nickname because of his 
golden-brown complexion and, to go 
with it, had intensely dark, wavy hair 
and clean-cut features. 

| wasn’t very much of a sentimental 
person and, even when I got to be the 


weeks before the Prom, Honey and I, at 
my insistence, had been secretly rehears- 
ing a different ballroom routine. We 
felt what would happen at the Prom 
when we went into our number. And 
we weren't disappointed. The other 
dancers cleared the floor and there we 
were in the spotlight, dancing as lightly 
as though we were treading clouds. | 
was in a seventh heaven, sensing the 
breathless approval of the kids and even 
the band. I smiled a happy smile at 
Honey as we whirled through our num- 
ber and his joy seemed to match my 
own. 

When it was over, a deafening ap- 
plause came from the audience. 

When Honey took me home that 
night, he was especially quiet and 
thoughtful. This jarred a little on my 
bubbling, effervescent spirits so [ prod- 
ded him into conversation. 

“Why so quiet, dear?” | asked. 

“Just thinking,” he answered, facing 
me as | stood against the front door. 
“T just was thinking about how well we 


Helene had big ideas about a Broadway career—ideas that 

left little room for romance. But she learned that often the 

two go hand in hand for an inspired performance as well 
as a happy private life 


age that girls begin to stir with roman- 
tic thoughts, | never accepted Honey as 
anything but the perfect companion and 
friend. Honey, on the other hand, talked 
constantly of how, some day, we'd be 
married, have a little home and a couple 
I ridiculed him tenderly 
because my dream of the future was far 
| had bright-lights fever. I 
wanted to be a star. 


of children. 
different. 


From an early age, both Honey’s par- 
ents and mine had sacrificed to let us 
take dancing lessons at Anna Mae Scott’s 
studios; so we threw a panic into the 
well-disciplined classes of Mrs. Scott 
when we demanded that she let us team 
up during classes and that, at her an- 
nual recitals, we be allowed to do special 
numbers together. It was against every 
principle of her instruction ideas to 
yield to the whims of pupils, but we were 
So I 
think, Mrs. Scott recognized in both of 


good and we did work hard. 


us the flair which is given only to a few. 
She let us have our way. 

How often | recall the Senior Prom 
and the triumph it brought to us. For 
26 


go together—what perfect partners we'd 
make.” 

I was thrilled. It was exactly what 
I had wanted him to say. All evening 
I had seen wonderful visions of our 
names in lights—Honey and Helene— 
the extra “e” on my name for a bit of 
additional glamor. I could see us pac- 
ing through smooth routines, resplen- 
dent in the most fabulous of costumes, 
rising to the very pinnacles of fame and 
fortune in the fascinating aura of show 
business. 
thoughts and with the happy revelation 
that Honey, too, was thinking the same 
way when he rudely shattered my dream. 

“Yup.” he said slowly. “Perfect part- 
ners. I'll bet we’d have a real happy 
And Ill bet our kids 
would be real swell.” 

| was aghast. 

“You mean partners like that, Honey 
Middleton?” | cried. 
riage?” 

His eyes widened. 

“Why, what else did you think I 
meant?” he wanted to know. 

I was exasperated beyond description. 


I was enraptured with these 


life together. 


“You mean mar- 





“Well, naturally, 1 meant dancing 
partners,” I told him. 

Honey came closer to me. He asked 
in a “let’s settle this right now” voice: 

“Helene, is dancing the only thing 
you can think about? Don’t you love 
me? Don’t you want to marry me?” 

I was touched by the tremulous doubt 
in his voice. 

“Oh yes, I guess I do, Honey,” | said, 
“but can’t you see that we have got to 
think of more than that. Can’t you see 
that we have something that’s very rare 
and we have it together. Think of how 
much more marriage would mean if we 
could use our art to become financially 
independent—to go straight to the top 
of show business.” 

[ said the last sentence in a manner 
befitting the most serious Shakespearian 
ham. 

Honey sighed resignedly. 

“Okay, darling,” he said. “Only you 
don’t sound half as enthusiastic about 
belonging to me as you do about show 
business. I really think I ought to be 
jealous.” 

[ put my arms around Honey and 
held him close to me. I gave him a 
long, lingering kiss. I wanted to get rid 
of any doubts in his mind as to how [| 
felt about him, but all the while, I was 
scheming to make him come around to 
my way of thinking. 

I did too. We began to make eager, 
fantastic plans about how we were going 
to get our career launched, how we were 
going to work to get our first break and, 
somehow, get to the Big Town of which 
every aspirant entertainer dreams— New 
York. Honey made me promise that | 
wouldn’t forget that I had pledged to 
be his for life. That was what gave me 
the idea which started us off. 

“Sweetheart,” I told him coaxingly. 
“It doesn’t matter whether a girl has a 
ring if she knows she loves her guy and 
if he knows it too, does it?” 

“I suppose not,” Honey admitted re- 
luctantly, “But what are you getting at 
now? | want to give you a ring. | want 
everyone to know we belong to each 
other—officially.” 

| told him my plan. Instead of buy- 
ing me a ring, we would use the money, 
plus some I had saved, to go to New 
York and get a trial on the Wednesday 
night amateur show at the Apollo The- 
If we clicked, we would be on the 
road to stardom and, from then on, it 
would be up to us. Honey wasn’t easily 
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sold on the idea. In the first place, he 
knew that, if we did what I suggested, 
we would have to do it without our par- 
ents’ consent. Besides, he argued, sup- 
pose we didn’t. make good. We'd look 
like fools, coming back home. 

“We'll make good, darling,” I said 
confidently and | kissed all his objec- 
tions away. I was beginning to find 
out how to get my way every time. 


E WERE two scared kids, catching 

the New York-bound Greyhound 
bus and we were appalled when we 
found out how much it cost us to get 
two decent rooms at the Hotel Theresa. 
Surveying the limited funds we had at 
our disposal, Honey told me, “You 
know, Helen, it would be a lot cheaper 
if we just got married in New York and 
then we'd only have to rent one room 
together.” 

I laughed merrily at this even though 
[had a guilty little feeling, knowing that 
it wasn’t a joke to Honey—that he real- 
ly had spoken a wistful proposal. 

“Don’t be in such a rush, darling,” | 
said. “We're going to have plenty of 
money soon.” 

It was evening when we arrived in 
Harlem and after we had checked into 
the hotel, we wandered about the streets, 
stopping to have a meal and gazing in 
wide-eyed wonder at the sights of this 
warm, intimate colony of our own peo- 
ple. I think Honey was so impressed 
by the bigness and the inimitable flavor 
Harlem gives off to the stranger that he 
began to be happy about the prospect of 
becoming a part of it. 

Bright and early the next morning, 
we were at the Apollo Theatre office to 
sign up for the Amateur Night. We 
were filled with pleasant anticipation as 
the efficient secretary took down our 
names and other information. But we 
were in for a horrible shock when she 
told us to report for an audition on a 
Monday night three weeks later. Honey 
and | stared at each other, horrified. 
Then I turned to the secretary and said: 
“Oh, please. Can’t you give us a chance 
quicker than that? You see, we’re from 
out of town and everything depends on 
this. We don’t have enough—that is, 
we didn’t plan to be here that long.” 

The secretary gave me a sympathetic 
and shrewd glance. She had realized 
that the real problem was money and 
how important this chance was to us. 

There wasn’t too much she could do. 


however, she explained. There was a 
long waiting list ahead of us. But, per- 
haps, she promised, if we were to come 
in the following Monday, we might get 
a break. Perhaps someone who had 
signed up wouldn’t show up. Then we'd 
get a chance to take their place. It often 
happened. 

The suspense of waiting around until 
Monday was relieved by our avid curi- 
osity about seeing Harlem and the rest 
of New York City and the elaborate 
scheming necessary to stretch out our 
pitifully small funds. Monday night 
and the audition came. We sighed with 
relief when we learned that there would 
be a spot for us on the Wednesday show. 
We enrolled and were told to report 
back Wednesday at ten o'clock. 

We lived in a state of suspended ani- 
mation until Wednesday. Then, fully 
two hours ahead of time, we dressed 
carefully for the great trial and went 
down to the hotel lounge to sit and 
stare at each other with nervous antici- 
pation. The time dragged but, finally, 
it was 9:45 and we hastened to the 
theatre, to be ushered backstage—to 
wait some more. Unbelievably soon, we 
were crowded into a little room with 
eight or nine other hopefuls. 

A tall, handsome, light-skinned man, 
dressed carelessly well, came in and gave 
us the once-over. I almost choked, tug- 
ging on Honey’s sleeve. 

“It’s Willie Bryant,” I gurgled. 

Honey was impressed too. He stared 
at the noted wisecracking master of cere- 
monies. 

Outside, on stage, we heard the or- 
chestra swing into the familiar theme, 
| May Be Wrong. Then the music 
softened and we heard the station an- 
nouncer speaking through the mike and 
Willie jiving in his old familiar way. 
Three of the contestants had been herded 
into the narrow wings, commanded to 
stand there single file and wait their 
turns. They were on first. Everyone 
else in the little room listened eagerly 
as if to gauge their own doom by the 
reception accorded those before them. 

We heard the voice of the gum-chew- 
ing girl who had told us to “just go on 
She was doing You’re Mine 
silence 


home.” 
You, commanding respectful 
until she reached the end of the tune 
once. Then the orchestra brought back 
the number with a more solid beat and 
the girl, seemingly more confident, really 
put herself into the song. The band 


rocked away and the house warmed up 
to her efforts. A crash of applause re- 
warded her and she came offstage, un- 
able to hide her smile of grateful tri- 
umph. We looked at her with envy. 

Several minutes later Honey and | 
were standing in the wings, looking out 
at the stage which, in a matter of min- 
utes, would be our testing grounds. A 
conk-headed young singer stood in front 
of us. He was on just before us but we 
were horrified at what was happening 
on the stage. A short, squat man in out- 
rageously colorful clothes had launched 
on a tap routine. The theatre atmos- 
phere was listless. Then someone started 
shouting from the balcony: “Take that 
square away. He’s real late.” 

The most terrifying stomp of feet be- 
gan in the balcony while the dancer 
tapped on, gradually losing all sense of 
beat and rhythm. 

“Why are they making so much 
noise?” | asked the fellow in front of 
us. 

“You'll see,” he 
“That clown ain’t nowhere. 
will come and git him directly.” 

Pigmeat came. Pigmeat was preceded 
by an eerie-sounding siren, some strange 
cross between a fire engine shrill and a 
train-crossing whistle. Pigmeat was at- 
tired in a silk nightcap, long lacy draw- 
ers, peppermint stick color, and carried 
a mock oversize revolver which cracked 
loudly as he pulled the trigger and 
danced around the would-be artist. The 
roof seemed to come off the theater as 
the crowd hooted and cried merrily and 
the dancer gave up in disgust. 

“Ole Pig. Ain’t he a killer?” Willie 
Bryant asked the delirious crowd as the 
noise died down. 

I cast a sly glance at Honey. 
see he was scared to death too. We 
were both thinking the same thing. We 
would die if we were so disliked by the 
audience that Pigmeat had to come and 
get us. 

In a daze we watched the fellow be- 
fore us walk out on stage as Willie called 
his name. He did a would-be Billy Dan- 
iels takeoff on Black Magic and the 
crowd, which was satisfied for the mo- 
ment with the ruckus it had just caused, 
kindly allowed him to get away with it. 

“Honey and Helene.” we heard the 
master of ceremonies announce at the 
end of a series of introductory words. 
Honey grasped my hand and we walked 
out of the dark- (Continued on Page 64) 
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The Most Dangerous 
Kind Of Love 


Beck learned that a man cannot have two loves 


Sara and Joy, he found that it was a foreboding and fatal decision 


bread tray he was taking from the 
bakery oven and his voice was harsh 
and flat. 
since you were a kid, Beck. 


“I’ve known and liked you 
I trusted 
you. Even when you couldn’t decide 
which of my two daughters you were in 
love with. Then—something happened. 
Something—bad, Beck. All I know is, 
Joy’s heart is broken . . . she’s gone.” 

Cold, desperate panic fastened around 
my heart as I pleaded with him. “I’m 
everything you want to call me. 
ashamed, sick what 
but I think I can straighten things out 
if you'll only tell me where | can find 
Joy.” 

Dan tired 
mine, and I looked away from the hatred 
and them. “She never 
wants to see you again, Beck. That’s 
what she said when she left—and that 
goes for me, too!” 

“There—there’s something you don’t 


I’m 





over I’ve done 


Mason’s blue eyes met 


contempt in 


know—” my lips were dry, my heart 
pounding with a kind of terror, “I—I’ve 
got to talk to Joy—” 
“Get out, Beck!” 
“Get out!” 


He was right about one thing. 


His voice was low, 
tense. 
lf I'd 
only known that a man can’t ever love 
two girls at one and the same time. . . . 
A man might lose his head in a moment 
of passion like I did, and think he loved 
lf P'd 


really loved Sara Mason in the begin- 


a girl, but would it be real love? 


ning, would I have lost my head over 


her sister Joy? Like a moth to a flame, 


Joy drew me into her heart—but be- 





and still be faithful to both. When he chose between 


OY’S DAD frowned up from the 









cause I was unsure of her love, because 
I listened to Sara, I’d lost Joy for- 
ever. ... 

I was just going into the store part 
of the bakery when Sara came out into 
the back hallway. 

“Beck, darling! 
What’s happened? 
until this evening.” She didn’t wait for 
my answer; her words tumbled out in a 
happy stream. 
true, Beck! I’ve waited ages! 
in just seventeen hours, darling—we'll 
She flung her 
around me, and lifted her lips for my 
Gently, I held her away. 
can’t get married tomorrow—or ever!” 
I hated myself for the tight look that 
came over her face. 
filled hour I’d betrayed a man’s trust 
and brought unhappiness and shame to 
Joy. 
Sara. 

“It’s Joy! 
screamed at me. 


What’s 


I didn’t expect you 


wrong? 


“It just doesn’t seem 
Now— 


be married!” arms 


kiss. “T__we 


In one _passion- 


Now I was bringing misery to 
Joy you love!” Sara 


“Yes, but that’s not the reason you 
and I| can’t get married. There’s some- 
thing else—” 

She closed her tortured eyes, twisting 
her fingers convulsively. “You know 
about the baby and think you have to 
marry her! You needn’t, Beck. She’s 
my sister, yes—but it’s her own fault 
what’s happened. She knew how to take 
care of herself—now she wants to wreck 
your life and mine! I know how she 
lured you... the way she did with 
every man she met, but this time I won't 
let her take (Continued on Page 69) 
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“1 know, Randy, I'm still a prune. Okay, you watch to se 
a@ prune from now on.” 


WE PLAYED 
ITH 


Here is a memorable story out of today’s headlines of a 
boy and girl who were trapped by the tentacles of the 
dope traffic all because of an innocent lover’s quarrel. 


AYBE you saw me on your front room television set or 

maybe it was in Life magazine. You probably watched 

your TV set for a while or read a couple of paragraphs in 

Life about me and then just shrugged your shoulders, saying 

to yourself: “Aw, another one of those dope stories. I’m get- 
ting tired hearing and reading about dope.” 

And like millions of others you twirled your TV dial or 
turned the magazine page to read about more pleasant things, 
about Jackie Robinson’s batting average or the new Paris 
fashions. But for me there’s no twirling the dial, no turning 
the page. For me dope is an indelible scar on the heart, an 
unforgettable, tragic memory. For me dope is no newspaper 
headline but a never-ending nightmare of terror that seared 
my soul and took from me the one thing in life I treasured 
most—Gay ! 

My story has been told in testimony before congressional 
committees. But how can questions and answers ever begin 
to reveal the ache in my heart, the sorrow and grief that be- 
gan with an innocent lover’s quarrel and ended with such 
terrible consequences. It is not a short story but I want to 
tell all of it and the editors of Tan ConFessions have given 
me the space to tell the full, complete story. I want to relate 
how Gay and I first became enmeshed in the tentacles of 
narcotics and how playing with hell brought us into the 
clutches of Satan so we could not escape. 

I can still remember that frightening day when Mother, 
Dad and I had just started dinner (Continued on Page 81) 
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UST A PLAIN JANE 


we were no different from fellows 


zirls on many a U. S. campus, when 


ame to love—the all-American indoor 


f 


€ 


We 


-we considered ourselves experts. 
Jefferson College its real 
a girl's popularity on campus 


(not 


measured by the number of dates 


had, and her dates depended on her 


ent to pet. 

as rated Jefferson’s most popular 
and was virtually swamped by the 
of From 
il freshmen to boastful seniors, I 
y pick. But I must confess that my 


ions beavers.” 


“eager 


any was in demand for only one 
I never refused to pet on any 

ill occasions. 

th the fellows at school. who played 

the 

to be both chased and 


to unwritten code. I 


it easy 


So it was a shocking experience 


the night I tried my technique on a man 
who ignored the rules and well . . 
here is the whole story 

I never kidded myself that [ was a 
raving beauty. and it always secretly 
amused me when a fellow in an amorous 
mood tried to hand me a “lovely to look 
at” line. I knew differently. Once. when | 
was nine years old, | wandered into the 
parlor when Mother was talking with a 
friend. “Heaven knows | was no glam- 


our girl as a child,” she lamented to the 
visitor. “Yet | had a few good points. 
But Janie is so plain!” 
They didn’t notice me as I backed out 
of sight and fled to my room sobbing 
pitifully. I considered my mother ihe 
most beautiful woman in the world and 
| wanted with all my heart to be as love- 
ly as she. What I had overheard shat- 
tered all my hopes and doomed me to 
being just a “plain Jane” all my life. 





“You'd better get another playmate, baby 





| suppose that was the real reason why 
I spent most of my time playing with 
the boys in the neighborhood, tossing 
baseballs instead of fondling dolls, wear- 


ing jeans instead of frilly dresses. | 


developed into a regular tomboy and at 
first my mother assumed [ would grow 
out of it. But as I grew older and still 
with the silly 
things girls were supposed to do, Mother 


refused to waste time 


became concerned. She enrolled me in a 





/ play for hee ps ' 





dancing school and insisted that I learn 
to act like a little lady. My rebellion was 
short-lived and gradually I acquired all 
the graces a girl should have. But I knew 
I could never compete with the dainty 
girls into whose company I was thrown, 
even though I wanted to be as sought 
after as they were. So it wasn’t long be- 
fore I discovered a way to make up for 
what I lacked in good looks. 

It was all quite accidental. At one of 


Jane thought she could win 
out over other girls by being 
free in petting but she found 
out what a dangerous game 


she was playing when she 


met a man who wouldn’t take 


“No” for an answer 


the dancing school’s Saturday afternoon 
parties, when boys were invited in to the 
girl’s class, a game of Post Office was 
started. It was a game | hated because 
none of the boys ever called me out after 
the first time. I knew it was a kissing 
game, but in the version | played with 
the boys in the neighborhood, when a 
kid came out to get a “stamp” from the 
“post office,” he got just that—a re- 
sounding stomp on the instep of his 
foot. 

But on this particular day something 
held me in check and | had no desire to 
give my partner such rough and tumble 
treatment. Maybe some of culture at 
Sadie Brice’s dance school had worn off 
on me. At any rate, when Jimmy, the 
boy I'd called out, shyly approached 
me in the hall, | grabbed him and gave 
him a juicy “three-cent stamp” on the 





corner of his mouth. 
Then, amazed at what | had done, | 
dashed back into the and 


squeezed myself into a corner. My ears 


ballroom 


were burning and I| was certain that the 
whole class knew what had happened. 
When Jimmy came back in, he held a 
whispered conference with some of his 
friends and they all turned and looked 
at me with varied expressions of inter- 
est. From then on, I was called by every 
boy in the room, until some of the other 
girls complained to the teacher and the 
game was Called off. 

The following Saturday afternoon it 
was the same story, and girls whom I 
had once envied and grudgingly ad- 
mired, began to show a new respect for 
my sudden popularity. Of course, | 
didn’t realize what was happening or 
why. All I knew or cared about was that 
for the first time in my life I was win- 
ning in the struggle that | later learned 
women constantly wage against each 
other for the attentions of one man or 
another. 

By the time I entered high school, I 
had graduated (Continued on Page 93) 
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LIFE STORY 


BY JOSEPHINE BAKER 
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She is reported dead during war as she works in French underground 
and then comes out of hiding to entertain U.S. troops and go back to 
Paris after first Allied troops re-enter “‘City Of Light” again. 


AR IS a time of heartbreak, disas- 
ter, death and separation. I saw 
World War II unfold as a clash between 
two irreconcilable philosophies. I par- 
ticipated in the war as a humble soldier 
fighting for the redemption of Europe 
and the freeing of most of that continent 
from Nazi bondage. It was the most 
q important fight I had ever been in. 
| For the greater part of four long 
| years | was separated from my beloved 
| France. It was a time of misery for me, 
but it was also a time of growth. I had 
F asense of participation in history. Those 
were great, exciting, challenging years. 
| | was merely one of many millions who, 
in the memorable words of Franklin D. 
' Roosevelt. had “a rendezvous with des- 
tiny.” 

My four years of adventures in the 
service of France began in 1939 at the 
Chateau des Mirandes, my home in Dor- 
dogne. There | conferred with Com- 
mandant Jacques Abtey, who was to be- 
come my commanding officer in intelli- 
gence work, and other comrades of the 


French underground. I shall never for- 


get our first dramatic meeting. We 
gathered silently in the great hall of the 
chateau and turned on the radio to hear 
the first Free France broadcast from 
London. Our hearts beat faster as the 
announcer intoned the words, “Honneur 
et patrie, voici la France libre. . . .” 
It was a kind of call to arms. 

It is a long way from the Chateau des 
Mirandes to the palace of Si Mohamed 
Menebhi in Marrakech, Morocco. I 
travelled the tortuous route by way of 
France, Spain and Portugal. Duty and 
the exigencies of war forced me to leave 


Big hit of new American tour by Jo Baker 
has been her Arab vendor number. 


my lovely home and travel to strange 
lands. 

The German authorities had already 
made overtures to me, hoping to per- 
suade me to return to Paris and resume 
my career. I refused. I could not per- 
form in occupied France while German 
troops walked its streets and ruled the 
land by brute force. To appear in a 
Paris theater or a night club while the 
Nazis dominated the country would be 
an act of collaboration. I wanted to 
fight the enemy not to entertain him. 

My name was put on a blacklist by 





































the Nazis. I had refused to cooperate 


with them, and my sympathies were well 
known. It was time for me to go. I 
said farewell to the Chateau des Miran- 
les and left with tears in my eyes. 

At Lisbon I was grilled by a crowd 
of reporters who wanted to know why 
[ had left France and where I was go- 
ng. They were very interested in my 
recent experiences and my plans for the 
future. Security factors made it impos- 
sible for me to answer all of their ques- 
tions. My photo appeared in all the 
eading newspapers in Lisbon the fol- 
ywing day. The interviews continued 
uch statements as “She has seen many 
id things,” and “She has not returned 
») Paris since the German occupation,” 
ind “She does not like the Nazis.” 

King Carol of Roumania was in Lis- 
on at the time. So were the two sons 
f the Emperor Haile Selassie of Ethi- 
pia. I was honored to meet the latter 
sentlemen for they represented a people 
lefeated but not subdued who would 
ise again and govern themselves. 

In Lisbon we received wired orders 

m Free French headquarters in Lon- 

Abtey was instructed to organize 
mediately a new liaison intelligence 
rvice between France and the London 
idquarters of our movement. We flew 

Marseilles. A few weeks later I crossed 
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the Mediterranean to Algiers. There the 
African phase began. 

For the next period the entire vast 
North African theater of operations was 
my home. I covered thousands of miles 
by jeep, plane, armored vehicles and on 
foot. My assignments took me from 
Algiers to Casablanca, from Marrakech 
to Agadir and Fez. Tunis, Tripoli, Ben- 
ghazi, Alexandria, Cairo, Jerusalem, 
Haiffa, Damascus and Beyrouth were 
stops along the way and the locales for 
many strange, exciting and bizarre ad- 
ventures. 

I worked hard for | felt that this was 
the greatest cause of all. I entertained 
thousands of Allied troops, often while 
I was in pain from recent operations 
that had not healed. But the Allied 
cause was far more important than my 
personal well-being. I knew that and 
was prepared to give my all for freedom. 

For many months | lived in Marra- 
kech. There I received the hospitality 
of Si Mohamed Menebhi, one of the 
most militant Moslem leaders in North 
Africa and a passionate advocate of the 
equality of man. 
I was fascinated by the dignity and 
grace of the Moroccans and moved to 


I learned much there. 


admiration by their fanatical devotion 
to freedom and independence. 
The great (Continued on Page 77) 
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Congratulatory messages are read by Jo 
Baker and her husband after her success- 
ful opening in Miami Beach night club. 


Touring Army camps in Britain during 
war, Jo Baker tries to get a soldier to sing 
a song with her but he is reluctant. 


Death of Jo Baker was reported by Chi- 
cago Defender in November, 1942, on basis 
of false Associated Negro Press report 
that said her brother had confirmed her 
death. 
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CTOBER seems to be the month that fills the lull be- 
tween the end of summer fun in the sun and the round 
of activities that start off the holidays between Thanksgiving 
and New Years. When the frost is on the pumpkins, the 
harvest moon is full and round and the chill breezes are 
adding a peaceful touch to the rustle of the browning autumn 
leaves. 
This is the time of the year that kids love, for it is a hop, 
skip and jump to Halloween. Already the spooks are hiding 
around the corner and the witches have started their annual 


flight on broomsticks. Mothers are nagged a bit about cos- 


tumes and the attic gets a once-over for old clothes. 


The Holiday Season Starts 


SERVICE 
ever W 41, |: 


FREDA DeKNIGHT 


Home Service Director 


What could be more 
fascinating for Hallow- 
een entertainment than 
homemade doughnuts 
and copper jugs filled 
with good, fresh, home- 
made apple cider, all in 
keeping with the season. 





Homemakers welcome this time of year, not only for the 
beauty that nature offers, but also for the time to catch their 
breaths after the autumn cleaning and canning season is 
over. The next step is to get the house ready for winter 
routine before holidays and cold weather begin to take a toll 
on everyone’s nerves. 

This is the time of year for the children, too. They 
cherish the memory of the Jack O’Lanterns, corn candy and 
the parties. Good things to eat that bring out smiles from 
behind the most gruesome of the masquerade masks are in 
order. Young and old alike will enjoy every minute of the 
last fling of outdoor activities as the moon changes for win- 
ter ahead. 
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COOKING 









- Good Family Breakfasts 


6«6@ TART THE DAY off rignt with a 
ond breakfast” should be the 
otto of every American family, for 


sood 
t 


tarting the day happily together lays 
cornerstone for successful family 
ving. Preparing family breakfasts 365 
lays every year can become a monoto- 
ous, worrisome task for mother. but 
vith a little help from the family. it can 
e fun for everyone and an enjoyable 
<perience for lifelong memories. 
lt is not fair to judge the family appe- 
by your own, for too many times 
other's idea of dieting is to skip break- 
ast and try to thrive on black coffee and 
ast and this is not the menu to present 
1 working man and growing children. 
his important meal should be made 
mpting so that it will be good to eat 


and pleasing to the eye as well. Then it 
will provide the “get-up-and-go” energy 
which both 
need. 


children and grown-ups 

Nutritionists say about one-fourth of 
our daily food intake should be at the 
morning meal, for foods eaten early in 
the day are more effectively used by the 
body for growth and energy than any 
others. Good to eat, nourishing break- 
fasts, quickly prepared, don’t take any 
more time to prepare than those that are 
thrown together. Plan ahead and start 
off with a well-set table, not necessarily 
fancy. Gay paper or plastic mats, a few 
paper flowers, plants or a bowl of fruit 
will add a touch of gaiety that will add 
appeal to the food and brighten disposi- 


tions as well. 





























Waffles with bacon, ham or sausage is bound to please everyone. 
For delicious nourishing waffles, try the following: Sift together 
134 cups flour, 2 tsps. salt, 4 tsps. baking powder. Combine 2 
beaten egg yolks, 1% cups milk, Y2 cup melted shortening, 2 
medium-sized ripe bananas, mashed. Stir into dry ingredients. 










Fold in 2 stiffly-beaten egg whites. 


akjast which starts the family off to school or to the 


A 


with a full stomach and lots of pep and energy is crisp 


ied bacon with poached eggs on buttered toast 





Bake in hot waffle iron. 
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1 breakfast jor Sunday with the breath of the old South is spoon bread, broiled pork 

chops and apple slices. Heat 3 cups of milk to boiling. Add 1% tsps. salt and 1 tsps. 

sugar. Stir in %4 cup brown granular wheat cereal slowly. Boil slowly 5 minutes. 

Kemove from heat. Stir in 3 tbsps. butter. Cover and let stand 10 minutes. Stir slowly 

into 3 well-beaten egg yolks. Fold in 3 stiffly-beaten egg whites. Pour into greased 

1%, quart baking dish. Set in pan containing Y inch hot water. Bake in moderately 
slow oven (350°F) 1 hour. 


{1 good start of a busy day is this basic breakfast of the new hone) For the fastidious youngster who won't eat, turtle pancake and 
coated sugar crisp with bananas and cream, etc. hot chocolate will do the trick and takes but a minute. 
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FASHION 





























Time To Think 
Of Sweaters 


YOUNG SCHOOL GIRL or career 
miss would not feel that her ward- 
robe was complete and up-to-the-minute, 
unless several sweaters of all types were 
included. The “Sloppy Joe” style of a 
few years ago is now passé and sweaters 





are now in the glamour category. Fash- 
ion advocates them as a must, and not 
only highlights them for warmth but for 
smartness and versatility as well. 
Whether in the “I-made-it-myself” 
class, or from a department store, there 
is a wide selection of styles and colors 
to choose from. Some are simple and 
tailored to be worn with or without 
blouses. Others are jeweled or embroid- 
ered and can be dressed up or down to 
suit the occasion. A clever tie,’ scarf, 





and all sorts of accessories will give the 
sweater a new look and add extra pieces 
to your wardrobe. Materials and yarns 
include wool, cotton, nylon, ribbon, ray- 
on, and the soft, kitten-like, much- 
treasured cashmere. 

If one likes to crochet or knit during 
+A their spare time, it is most surprising 
what a superb job can be done in mak- 
ing your own. 





> 





urtly-designed hand-knitted sweater with V-shaped stiipes comes in favorite school 
lors. It has plain sleeves and is extra long with a rolled edge so it will not stretch. 





























very chic, sleeveless slip-over A good, basic long-sleeve sweater for under a A cleverly knitted weskit of leopard design 
ter that fastens in back with a coat at football games, or cold days on the in black and beige can be used with 
up-around effect has small V- campus, can be worn with or without a scarf. sweaters or a blouse for dressy wear. Giv- 
haped collar and flares on arm. It is a perfect sweater for college insignia. ing double-breasted effect, it is easily made. 











3 . at : Style No1420 
Style No. 104 \ ” : see Sizes: 9-17 B98 
ee 10-20 A 


Sizes: 9-17 R98 


10-20 
Sizes: 40-48 
9.98 


Style No. 451 


Sizes: 9-17 108 


10-20 
Sizes: 40-48 
11.98 





StyLE No. 451 — The 3-Piece 
Wardrobe Wonder. Wear it with 
or without the checked men’s- 
wear weskit — wear the weskit 
with other outfits. The long flat- 
tering jacket will complement 
other skirts. Tailored to perfec- 
tion in fine rayon gabardine. 
Grey, green, brown, black, navy. 


StyLe No. 104—Buttons on the ee 
brief jack id o* i ’ °° =. 

Wt See ont dots enn side .-*” Skylark Originals ~~~. 
of the skirt make this smart suit Y 153 W. 27th St. New York ~ 
fashion news. Finerayonchecked 4¢ : ay 1, N. Y. 5 
dea : b black eo =Pleasesend me the following dresses. If not . 
suiting in navy, Drown, Diack. ‘ delighted I may return in 10 days for refund. 
¢  “Siyle No. Size ist Color Choice 2nd Color Choice 


e 
StyLe No 1420—Fashion's latest @ 
side drapery is used for slen- ¢ 
derizing flattery. No one will ® 
guess the low, low price you 4, (5 J enclose full . eR 
paid for this wonderful fashion *% peasant ry ew 
value. Fine rayon faille in navy, “, CO ! enclose St.oo deposit. Send C.0.D. Fil pay post- 
black, luggage, green. %, man balance plus postage. 
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active light boxes set into walls give decorative effect with 
eramic knickknacks spotlighted by fluorescent lamps. 


Redecorating 
With New 
Lighting 


A CHALLENGE to the originality and ingenuity of the house- 

wife is presented when the time comes to renovate or re- 
decorate a home or an apartment house. With a limited budget 
always foremost in one’s mind, one of the foremost problems 
is economical changes in lighting. 

Fluorescent lights are today one of the most versatile types 
of light and they will do wonders for all parts of the house with 
great improvements and strides having been made in their back- 
ground and uses. Shown on these pages are examples of clever 
and unusual lighting tricks with fluorescent lights, which change 
plain interiors of homes into a masterpiece of beauty—with 
lighting tastefully and smartly done. 

Adequate lightings should be planned for each furniture or 
decorative grouping. Light should be placed for proper distri- 
bution in all areas of the rodm for attractive balance of colors. 

Well-chosen lights and lighting effects can create areas of 
warmth and beauty and give rooms a hospitable air. Lights 
should harmonize with decorating and color schemes. Ail lights 
should be functional. Create places of light that are different 
and will give added light and beauty. Nooks and corners that 
have been forgotten can be made into attractive showplaces with 


proper lighting. 


ing light over bed is provided by simple, box-like fluorescent strip. This type of light is best for late night reading. 
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Dramatic effect is given to bookshelves with indirect lighting from fluorescent light strips. Books are attractively spotlighte 















HAIR 


hair this season 





= TRENDS in 
seem to be causing quite a bit of 
ontroversy. In spite of the Fall show- 


igs in Paris where the couturiers 
howed their gowns with long hair and 
hignons, short hair seems to be hold- 
ig its own. It certainly is not new for 
ach famous hair stylist to have his or 
of the 


tyles, but it certainly keeps Madam “in 


er own version newest hair 





, dither,” as to the correct or smartest 
| lairdo. 


One Paris hair stylist says hair this 










winter should be worn short, exceedingly 
short, with a shaped, shorn neck and ad- 
vocates that Madam, to be up-to-the- 
minute, should wear this sleek hairdo 
for daytime and at night don a dyed 
wig—of which she should have several 
in different colors. This might work for 
those who could afford such luxuries in 
beauty, but for the working girl, career 
or business woman, it is a little “out of 
reach,” and a practical, smooth, chic, 
easy-to-care-for, short hairdo is more in 
keeping with daily living. 




















Short Hair Holds Its Own 


Simple, short haircuts, styled with 
soft, large curls and waves are definite- 
ly easier to take care of. For business 
women, career and school girls, the short 
styles are life savers when time for 
beauty is precious. 

It’s good to remember that short hair 
is becoming to most faces and has a 


way of taking years from the average 
With these facts 
in mind, women will continue to wear 
the hair short, sleek and to the head. 
as shown on these pages. 


woman’s appearance. 


"eet Ven > Ar, 23 LS 
“Framed With Bangs” is a befitting title 
lor this smart hairdress. Bangs crown the 
forehead and full, deep curls over the tip 
of each ear form a low crest of curls at 
the back of the neck. Styled by Ora Hodge 

of Oklahoma City. 


For the sophisticate, sleek style calied 
“Shorty” is a perfect example of the 
closely-cropped, shingled-back neckline be- 
ing featured this season. Soft, short curls 
dip down over the forehead. Hair is swept 
upward over ears. Styled by Edward of 
Los Angeles. 
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Natural style for the schoolgirl is hairdo 

with soft, full bangs and curled ends. 

Hairstyle called “Demure” is natural look- 

ing, easy to care for and to wear. Styled 
by Glenna Powell of Cleveland. 


Dressy, short haircut with the upsweep 

effect is called “Roman Empire” and is 

styled by Edward of Los Angeles. Entire 

head is covered with soft, loose curls and 

a split bang which shows front of fore- 
head and frames face. 








YOU CAN BE GLAMOROUS WITH Codon” 


HUMAN HAIR STYLES 


SEND ONLY $1.00 WITH ORDER — PAY BALANCE C.O.D... 
AND RECEIVE 
Sf 












LIFELIKE 
CURLS 
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NATURAL 
LOOK 






CORONET 






OME COLD WAVE KIT $9150 
A $2.30 GIFT WITH YOUR ORDER 21 FULL CAP WIG 
* OFFER LIMITED TO SUPPLY MIXED GRAY $2450 















$65 
BACK CLUSTER OF CURLS 
SATISFACT 


$950 $q%s 
SINGLE PAGEBOY HEAVY 









$550 
CLUSTER OF CURLS 
CORONET BEAUTY PRODUCTS, Inc., 2143 7th AVE., N. Y. C. 


10 STYLES IN 1 
“CHANGEABOUT” 
SWITCH 


SMALL 54% 


$ 55 
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CHILD CARE 


What About 
Aggressive 
Children? 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics, Northwestern University 





N EXASPERATED MOTHER dropped her hands to her 
-*% side in resignation the other day and said to her three- 
ear-old son, “You can be such a good boy sometimes, Billy, 
ind at other times you can be so bad!” 
Little Billy looked up at her and with the most complete 
andor replied, “But, Mommy, I’m supposed to be a good 
oy some of the time and a bad boy some of the time.” 
Whether he knew it or not, the youngster was speaking 
truth that many parents take years to discover. No normal 
hild can be good (according to adult standards) all of the 
me and no normal child should be bad all of the time. 
lf a child is consistently either—something is definitely 
rong. 
lo most adults the “bad” child is the aggressive child 
id some over-particular adults consider every aggressive 
uction a bad action. Actually this is not true. The normal 
hild of three or four years who is beginning to feel his in- 
pendence and individuality will show his feelings in a 
itural way just as an adult will. If his bedtime comes and 
is not sleepy, he will say so and resist all parental efforts 
get him to go to bed—and if forced to go to bed he will 
ntinue to show his rebellion by staying awake as long as 






ssible. 





!t is not hard to draw parallels between such actions and 
There is the 


her who conveniently develops a “headache” to keep 





















many subterfuges practiced by adults. 


m going to a party which she does not want to attend, the 

ther who begs off an unwanted appointment because he 
just too tired,” and then goes out and shoots eighteen 

les of golf. 

Children are not exactly small adults but we should never 
get that the child feels all the emotions—love, hate, fear, 

ger, joy—of an adult. The chief difference is most adults 
control their emotions to a certain extent while the young 

I id acts from instinct and often does and says things that 
| almost savage to most adults who conveniently forget 

of the acts they themselves committed when they were 
aren, 

While children are naturally aggressive and a certain 
int of aggression can be tolerated, no parent should 
w children to run wild under the illusion that the child’s 

; rsonality might be hurt if he is disciplined during those 

iative years. The hosts of psychologists who preached 

lute freedom for the baby and young child have modi- 
their beliefs so that now most condone a certain amount 









































“Bad boys” must learn that bad boys can expect punishment 


of discipline, pointing out what most sensible parents have 
known for a long time—we must live in a world of disci- 
pline and a man’s freedom is good only in so far as his 
freedom does not allow him to hurt others. 

The child who is overly aggressive and wants to bully all 
his playmates, break up whatever they are trying to make 
and to insist he is always right is a child who needs special 
care. It is usually the parents who are to blame, sometimes 
because they are overly strict and at other times because 
they are overly indulgent. 

A nursery school teacher called a certain child to my 
attention. This little boy was extremely bossy and even tried 
to tell the teachers what they should de. He always wanted 
the other children to play games of his selection and would 
get angry if they refused. 

“TI guess his parents just always let him have his own 
way, his teacher told me. 

I knew the 


youngster’s father as a domineering disciplinarian who 


Actually in this case it was just the opposite. 


would allow neither his wife nor child any freedom in the 


home. He considered himself a (Continued on Page 77) 
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Pearman oS 


“I lost hope of ever having the 
long luxurious hair men love. Then, overni 
—I read about ‘Medalo I sent for a Medalo REAL HUMA 
HAIR Tress. [ put it on. Now—just look at the difference 
—in my looks and in my life!” 


YOU TOO can have the soft flowing tresses men love— 
instantly! wishing. Start doing. JUST WRITE for 

the Medato Tress you want. Seno ho MONEY. Wear ic— 

FREE for 10 days. If it doesn’t make you look more alluring, 
IT COSTS YOU NOTHING! You seust be satisfied at Medalo 
or MONEY BACK GUARANTEED. 
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GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, INC., Brooklyn 23,New Yerk Dept. YHI0 
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HEALTH 


STRONG maternal and paternal in- 
stinct is the natural force that drives 

st young couples to beget one or 
re children within the first few years 

f their married life. Economic, social, 
id even health barriers are surmounted 
order to yield to this powerful urge 
procreate. The breeding instinct is, 
f course, one of the ways nature has 
vised to guarantee the perpetuation of 
It is even believed in 
ne religions to be of divine origin and 


human race. 


interference with its logical cul- 
ation is considered as sinful and a 
lation of ecclesiastic laws. 


Whether or not mates are actuated by 





Desire jor children is one of strongest urges in all human beings. 


to accomplish in progeny lost aspirations. 




















adherence to religious dicta or by 2 nor- 
mal human desire for offspring, it is the 
wisest and most physiologic procedure 
to have children in the early part of mar- 
ried life when the human body is best 
adapted to reproduction. Those who de- 
lay the process for what they consider 
better and more convenient circum- 
stances will often find themselves con- 
tinually delaying it until conception be- 
comes difficult, dangerous, or even im- 
possible. Conceiving, nurturing, and 
delivering a healthy infant are best ac- 
complished by young bodies in which 
reside a great spiritual love and a hope 











Babies 
For 


Childless 
Couples 


By Dr. Julian Lewis 


Author Of “The Biology Of The Negro” 


People may decide they do not want 
children because of selfish reasons. They 
do not want to be burdened with the 
responsibility, with the supposedly dis- 
figuring effect on the body, or with the 
Often- 


times these are the ones who really 


restrictions on their social life. 


should have children because they be- 
long to a privileged social, cultural, and 
financial group and are in a better po- 
sition to rear children with superio: ad- 
vantages. These people will most often 
live to regret their foolish decision. In 
old age they will long time and time 
again for the comfort of children and 
grandchildren. 
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however, 
who fervently desire children but who for 
some reason or other are unable to gratify 


There is a group of people, 


their wish. They are of particular con- 
cern to the medical profession which has 
expended considerable effort in study and 
research to learn how to correct the causes 
for their inability to have children. In 
most cases doctors can put their fingers 
on the reason for barreness and in most 
instances are able to give the proper 
treatment. There are some cases, however, 
that defy understanding and in which 
there appears to be an element of mystery. 
Take as an example the couple, the like 
of whom can probably be duplicated many 
times. who were married fifteen years 
without having children. This issue in- 
directly led to a divorce. Each one im- 
mediately married again and within a year 
both had children. There is no adequate 
explanation of such a happening. 

There is a tendency to blame the wite 
in failures concerning the bearing of chil- 
dren. This is extremely unfair because 
the husband may be equally or entirely 
at fault. King Farouk of Egypt recently 
divorced his wife because she did not bear 
him a son. This was no more her fault 
than his since conception is a bipartisan 
affair and sex in the offspring is a matter 
of.chance. The probabilities are that the 
very next child she bore would have been 
the son the king so anxiously wanted. 

The causes of barrenness and sterility 
may be placed in two groups—those that 
are due to defects of the germ cells and 
those that are due to disease of childbear- 
ing organs. 

In order to produce conception the germ 
cell of the female—the ovum—must meet 
and unite with the germ cell of the male— 
the spermatozoon. This union normally 
takes place at certain specific sites within 
the female organs provided by nature for 
this purpose. Since these sites are at a 
distance from the organs where the germ 
cells originate, both types of cells must 
have a necessary degree of mobility in or- 
der to transverse this distance. They must 
also have enough vitality to sustain their 
growth after the union. Constitutional 
defectiveness may prevent this but most 
often they are the victims of diseases that 
affect mobility, vitality, or basic structure. 
Such diseases are nutritional disorders, 
syphilis, alcoholism, lead-poisoning. ane- 
mia, various debilitating infections and 
senility. The recent report of a 102-year- 
old father may indicate. however, that se- 
nility may not be as potent a cause of 
sterility as has been supposed.. One ob- 
server has said that the reason this elderly 
gentleman fathered a child was that he did 
not read in books and newspapers that 
old men are not supposed to have children. 
the inference being that senile sterility is 
more psychologic than physiologic. 

It can be seen that most of the above 
causes of defective germ cells can be 
cured. Particularly is this true of syphilis. 
one of the commonest causes of the failure 
to have children. (Continued on Page 80) 











OUTSTANDING MONEY-SAVING OFFER 


t the right kind of look—buy style-right, gorgeous Be-Bops d to be g optical 
protect your eyes against wind, dust ond sun—oand SAVE MONEY! A complete estestion of the newest, 
most exclusive styles mode by experts from hard-to-get materials. Lenses can be replaced. 

FREE IF YOU ORDER NOW SPECIAL GIFT LEATHERETTE CASE and LENS CLEANER WITH EVERY PAIR OF 
GLASSES. FREE 10 DAY TRIAL .. . SATISFACTION GUARANTEED .. . ORDER TODAY .. . SAVE MONEY. 


ALL IN CLEAR WHITE OR GREEN LENSES. FREE °° DAY TRIAL! 
Style #314 





















\\ \3 
















\\\ 
.\\ 







Copy of o regular 
$20.00 glass. 
“MISS BROADWAY" LADIES’ RIMLESS 

Premier showing. Gorgeous 24K gold plated sides and 
nose piece. Mother of Pearl ear pieces. Wide Library 
Temples are Black, Brown, Pink Pearl or Blue Pearl. 
Special low price. cat toF 


MEN'S D 
Genuine yoo Zyl. Light 
or Dork Tortoise She 
Black or ag Brown 
frames. Style #201 $4% 


MEN'S LIGHTWEIGHT 


F Genuine Optical Zyl 
Tortoise Shell or 
oO Black frames. 



























STYLE 318.....-.--- 








LADIES’ GLITTER BE-BOP 
For that slim figure. Beautiful Lightweight Black, Brown, 
Blue Pearl or Pink Pearl frames. Gold decorated front 


d sides. 
einai Style #131 $3%5 



















PROFESSOR BE-BOP 
For that intellectual look. Rimway style, 
14 carat heavy gold plated top and sides. 
Clear, Green or Blue lens. $479 r 


Style + 
SCHOLASTIC BOP aleitaiaie 

The hit of the campus. Rimless 14 carat 
gold plated ear pieces. Latest style. Clear, 


Green or Blue lens. 95 
Style +309 $2 














BOP-TOPS FOR LADIES OR MEN 


Smart, appealing, flattering. Newest style. 
Black, Blue Pearl or Pink Pearl frames. 


Style #106 (Ladies’) $395 


Brown Shell, 
















Style #322 (Men's) 
Please send me the following merchandise C.0.0., and | agree 
to pay postman, plus smoll parcel post charges. 
MARK X IN BOX — YOU ORDER 


MAIL ORDER 





















Color of Lenses | Color of | Mens Price ; 
spiasamanaal H ; —— Gas nome ladies Oo COUPON TODAY! 
; 3 Blue Lens 
_ 1 OUR GUARANTEE 
Total. 
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Print Plainly | SATISFACTION 
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HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 


199B MARKET ST. 
NEWARK, N. J. 











BEAUTY 


Changing Facial Contours 


r ive YOUNG MISS or teen-ager who 


is slovenly and careless about her 


ikeup problems usually finds herself 


fore long in the wallflower crowd. 
he intelligent girl—plain Jane that she 
ay be—with a proper approach to 
ikeup will find herself male bait. 

Certain it is that glamour is often a 
atter of the proper use of lipstick, 


wder and eyebrow pencil topped off 


with the right hair-do. Hollywood make- 
up men have demonstrated how com- 
pletely a girl can be changed in appear- 
ance and would-be glamour girls would 
do well to learn from them. Even the 
shape of the face can be changed with 
competent and deft handling of makeup 
materials, as makeup man Wray Malt- 
mar demonstrates in the pictures on this 
page. 

The problem of the oval face and how 


it is remedied is shown below. The 
flat, straight, slicked-down hair-do in the 
“before” picture is aitered into a new 
contour with a deep side wave. Re. 
shaping and highlighting the nose also 
helps change the girl’s appearance. 

In the bottom pictures the problem is 
one of an elongated face. Makeup man 
Meltmar has used a new hair-do and 
eyebrow makeup to alter her facial 
shape. 
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LUSTROUS HAIR AMAZES 
LEADING N.Y. BEAUTICIAN 


New York, June 9—Miss Vivian Ford, owner of 
the Vivian Ford Shop, 736St. Nicholas Ave., N. Y.C. 
stated that she used full strength, wonder working 
Kotalko for a period of six weeks on one of her cus- 
tomers, whose hair was dull, dry and brittle due to 
lack of sufficient natural hair oils. ““Today,” says 
Miss Ford, “her hair is her crowning glory .. . I 
wish you could see how lustrous, how beautiful it 
looks. Kotalko supplements natural oils, adds silky 
smooth beauty that every woman loves! It really 
rates hair raves!” 

You, too, may have softer, more lustrous and 
lovelier hair with Kotalko. In these days of scien- 
tific achievements, why have brittle, unattractive, 
hard-to-manage hair . . . when for but a few cents 
you may have the silkier, lovelier, more lustrous, 
softer hair that men and women will admire. Get 
marvelous medicated Kotalko and three large bars 
of foamy Kotalko Shampoo Soap at your nearest 
druggist today! 














AT LONG LAST... 


:| LOWELIER, MORE LUSTROUS 


“i | With FULL STRENGTH KOTALKO & SHAMPOO 


Just One Application Starts To Make Hair 
Smoother ~Glossier — Silkier — Free of Flaky Dandruff 





KOTALKO OINTMENT... SOAP 





“| SOFTER HAIR MAY BE YOURS 


THOUSANDS OF LETTERS FROM 
SATISFIED USERS ATTEST 
TO KOTALKO’S EFFECTIVENESS. 


This amazing full strength ointment does 
more than make hair look more lustrous and lovelier—it contains a 
combination of not one but several ingredients that help promote a 
healthier, more normal scalp. It helps remove flaky, excessive 
dandruff—aids nature to help heal bumpy ‘externally-caused scalp 
sores and quickly curbs dry, itchy scalp conditions. Professional 
men know that when the scalp is healthy and normal, hair is more 
attractive, more lustrous, lovely and soft. That’s why thousands of 
attractive women use Kotalko—don’t you miss this beauty thrill! 
Help your hair become more normal... get Kotalko at your neigh- 
borhood druggist today. Costs little for the help it gives! 








WHAT GRATEFUL USERS SAY ABOUT KOTALKO 


*“My hair was a mess—short and fuzzy, caused by 
using hot irons. A girl friend told me about Kotalko 
Ointment and Soap. I’d recommend it to anyone—it’s 
the finest hair preparation I’ve used.” 

Besshunter Robinson, Chicago, Illinois 
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Guaranteed 


Kotalko Ointment and 
Shampoo Soap are fully 
guaranteed to give you the 
good results you desire or 
your money refunded. 
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“T am surely grateful to 
mv husband. He ordered 
Kotalko for me. It worked 
almost like magic. It helped 
prevent dry, breaking -off, 
brittle hair—now my hair is 
moreattractive,silkier, looks 
softer and smoother.” 
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SOLD ONLY 
THROUGH YOUR 
LOCAL DRUGGIST 


NO MAIL ORDERS 
ACCEPTED 
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_ Fannie S. Patrick 
-_ Brooklyn, N. Y. 































The Love 

Life 

OfA 

4-Legged 

Girl 
(Continued from Page 23) 


God put me here for a purpose and I am 
going to see what that purpose is. 

I didn’t think all these things back when 
I was 12 or even younger. I have been play- 
ing at fairs and parks and places since I 
was about a year old. The mid-wife who 
delivered me was terrified, I learned, about 
me. She thought it was somehow her fault, 
but it was not. 

Because of my deformity, my mother 
loved me a great deal and so did my 
father. At home we never paid much at- 
tention to my deformity and we kids never 
mentioned it. No one called me unpleasant 
names. 

Because we had such a big family and 
[ am the second oldest, I was a sort of 
big sister and breadwinner to most of the 
14 other kids in the family. 

To have a big family like that is a good 
thing, I think, and it makes you accustomed 
to living with people and getting along. 
\fter I got to be about 12 I did not play 
much with my sisters and brothers. I 
stayed alone and played with dolls or 
balloons. I still like to blow up a balloon 
and run and chase it, then blow it up 
again and chase it some more. 

But from the time that I was a little 
over a year old, I was the main support 
of my family. It gives me a good feeling. 
I like it. It compensates me for my con- 
lition to be able to look at this one or that 
ye and say you need shoes or books or 
something and give it to them. 

I was 13 when I went to high school and 

was there that I met Nathaniel. I be- 
lieve that I loved him and that I loved him 
for many years afterwards. With many 
girls it would have been a girlish crush— 
with me it was important. 

I have felt since then that I can love 
someone and be loved and I can some day 
make some man a good wife. 

But when I was around 12, it was dif- 
ferent. I was angry with myself and I 
prayed every day asking the Lord to de- 
liver me. 

Then one day, when I was about 13, I 
became aware of my mother’s illness and 
| knew that I had enough money to pay 
for her medical attention. Later I began 
to send my older brother to school and my 
sister to college. For the first time in my 
life, I was almost glad to be myself. I 
enjoyed doing these things for my family. 

I bought them a car and a farm. I don’t 
like the South and I’m not going to live 
there if I can help it. But it is nice to 
have a farm. My father is a wonderful 
businessman and makes the farm pay. But 
without me we would never have had that 
farm and would never have been able to 
52 





send all the children to school and buy 
them pretty clothes. 

I make some of my own clothes. I sew 
and read between shows. 

Once a friend asked me what did I want 
more than anything else in the world. I 
said, “A house of my own in Detroit and 
a car of my own.” He kept questioning me 
because he knew I was not really telling 
the truth. 

Finally I confessed: what I want more 
than anything else is to be a normal school 
girl with no extra body. 

I don’t want anyone to think that I feel 
sorry for myself or that I really brood 
about these things anymore, but quite 
often something comes up to make me 
realize the facts of life. 

For instance, one day in Nashville, 
Tenn., I sent my sister to the bank with a 
$100 bill. The bank teller refused to 
change it for her and even called a police- 
man. He did not believe that any Negro 
ever had an honest $100 bill. I wanted to 
tell that bank clerk that the $100 was 
money white people had paid to look at 
me. But I never did. Instead I sent my 
sister with a note saying it was from me 
and the money was changed. 

There are lots of little incidents like 
that and lots of fun on the road. 


HE SIGN over the door at Dick Best’s 
show, where I now work, says there is 
a $10,000 reward if I am not real and 
alive or if I am not a “genuine freak of 
nature.” No one ever tried to claim the 
reward but children are sometimes cynical 
and incredulous children have to be shown. 
I think that’s because they suspect 
adults are always trying to trick them into 
believing things that are not so. It’s the 
children and the women who give me most 
trouble when I’m on the platform. Chil- 
dren bring their parents in and that makes 
money. But the children, once they get in, 
don’t believe it is true. Sometimes they 
come up on the platform and they look 
and feel for themselves. When one child 
is convinced, all the other kids believe, too. 
One of the girls I work with, a white 
girl named Gerry Germani—the bally girl 
—once told me an interesting thing about 
children. She said: “The children don’t 
look at anything as being so strange be- 
cause to them everything is strange. They 
have no experience in living.” I think 
that’s true. Some day I hope to have chil- 
dren, too. There is nothing about me that 
would prevent me from having babies. 
Every night or so some man, white or 
colored, comes back to my dressing room 
and knocks on the door. I usually open 
it because I’m friendly. If I invite him 
in, he will talk to me and look me straight 
in the eye or look away. Four times this 
season men have asked me to marry them. 
Sometimes they are drunk. Sometimes 
they are sober. I refuse all of them be- 
cause I can never tell whether it’s my 
money or me they want. But I always see 
any one who comes to see me and [ al- 
ways wonder will I be able to tell when 
the right one comes along. 





Right now I’m going around with a boy 
who is a plumber. The first time he kissed 
me was when we were driving to my hotel 
after the show. Ordinarily I come to the 
fair grounds in a cab and leave in a cab, 
But this time he asked me to come out with 
him and I did. When we got to my hotel, 
he put his arms around me and kissed me 
goodnight. 

For three weeks he came every night 
and on Thursday, my off day, he took me 
to the beach. I did not swim and neither 
did he. I didn’t want him to be embar- 
rassed because people stare so. Sometimes 
they ask me if I’m pregnant and if I say, 
“No,” they look amazed, and I have to 
explain. But most of the time I say, “Yes” 
and they shake their heads and walk away. 

I make $300 a week and I send most of 
it home. Actually I save little money. 

When a man asks me how much money 
I make, I am suspicious. That has hap- 
pened four times to me and so I am 
doubtful about any man who is interested 
in me, especially if they ask me to marry 
them after the first meeting. I know from 
talking to people and from my own ex- 
periences too that you don’t marry a 
person the first time you meet them. 

Other girls in the freak show have the 
same problems and I guess the men do, 
too. We talk about things like that be- 
tween shows. I feel sorriest for fat boys. 
I always had a soft spot in my heart for 
fat boys because I see them only in the 
summer and [| know they are so uncon- 
fortable. Also, they can’t get around like 
I can. Most fat boys I have known have 
died at early ages. 

I guess their hearts can’t stand all that 
fat. 

Sometimes freaks in a show argue about 
who is the biggest attraction. The mule- 
faced woman will complain because the 
speaker did not praise her as the chief 
attraction. Or the dog-faced boy will tell 
the hook-headed man that he is ugly and 
that no one wants to come to see me. | 
am not boasting but I am the feature at- 
traction wherever I go, white or colored, 
and no one denies that. I have been in 
show business for 18 years and at 19 a 

veteran. I understand that at first de- 
formed people are angry at themselves 
and then they compensate for this by ac- 
cepting themselves and being proud and 
haughty. I hope I never get that way. 

In every city I go to, some doctor will 
ask me if I will let him perform an opera- 
tion on me. I am afraid it might kill me 
and I always say no. I feel that you can 
always make some kind of an adjustment 
to life as long as you have hope. 

There was only one time in my life when 
I wished that I had an operation. That was 
on a warm mid-summer night in a city in 
the Midwest. A roustabout boy from Little 
Rock had joined the show earlicr as a 
jeep driver. 

He started paying attention to me. He 
was only 19 and I was 17 and he gave me 
the first kiss I ever had. 

I began accepting his attentions and we 
would go to the movies or a night club 
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drink or smoke 


He and 


when we could. I never 
but sometimes I like night clubs. 
[ had fun together. 

After two months or so we were going 
together in a pleasant, friendly way. It 
made me get over Nathaniel a little and 
I liked that. On one particular night we 
had a date. It was not a definite date but 
a standing one. He and I were both off 
all day on Thursday and I always went 
out with him. He did not have to ask me 
for a date or if I would go. He just came 
to my trailer and we'd go off. 

On this warm midsummer 
carnival grounds were quiet and peaceful. 
There were some lions in that show and 
once in a while one named Fireball, a 
nice friendly lion, would roar lightly. The 
roar would echo through the fair grounds 
and make them seem quieter. 

There is something about carnivals that 
gets in your blood and this was one of 
those days. On off days the ferris wheel 
looks so big and lonesome. You almost 
feel you could do something to cheer it up. 
The roller coaster is as quiet as the tunnel 
of love. 

I stood in the door of my trailer and 
looked out over the empty park. 

I was humming a little song to myself 
and waiting for my date. 

As I stood in the door of the 
saw him walk off the fair grounds right 
into the sunset. And with him, on his arm, 
there was a lithe little bally girl who had 
joined the show the week before. 

After that he almost never came 
trailer and never had much to say but 
that night if I had been offered an opera- 
tion, I think I would have taken it. Then 
I'd have been walking off the fair grounds 
with him on my arm. 

Last summer after an article about me 
appeared in EBONY, I had an extra large 
number of letters. Since I was playing in 
only one place, Riverview Park in Chi- 
cago, most of the summer a lot of mail 
caught up with me. I guess I got ten 
proposals of marriage out of that one 
article, but I politely turned them all 
down. Some people ask me why I don’t 
marry a fat boy or an armless wonder but 
I want my husband to be an ordinary man. 

He will have to like to live in a trailer 
because I like trailers. I am very happy 
when we are riding in a trailer because 
I have a little kitchen and a bath all to 
myself and I have a feeling of privacy. 
Being an exhibit makes you want privacy 
a lot more than other people do. 

When I’m in my trailer, | daydream a 
lot about the home I am going to own. 


night, the 


trailer I 


to my 


I used to pray all the time for a miracle 
but I know now that will never happen. It 
would be good to say that I have this 
problem for some good reason, but I sus- 
pect it’s just an accident. 

It would be very good if I can live out 
my life as an exhibit until I can save 
enough money to buy a home of my own 


in Detroit and maybe open a little business 
of some kind. Then I will forget all about 
show business. 

But it will take a long time to do that. 
Right now I am devoting my life’s earn- 
ings to sending my sisters and brothers to 
school. It will be maybe 15 years before 
the last one is through school. By then 
I'll be 34. A little old maybe for marriage 
but not too old. I would not want to sad- 
dle a man with 15 dependent in-laws right 
off. 

However, even if it never happens that I 
marry or can have my life in Detroit, I 
can still do something constructive in the 
world. I can do something for my people 
and white people too and I mean to. I can 
do this by just living—and being an ex- 
ample for other people who have serious 
problems. 

There are times when I think that’s why 
I am living. 


THE END 


On the Records 


(Continued from Page 11) 
stuff on recordings is 
The reason probably 
is with his pattern. Whether playing lock- 
handed or with the lagging right, bouncy 
or at a gentle gait, Erroll always aims for 
smooth rhythm and pretty harmony. 
* * * 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Aladdin’s 
Detour Ahead/Be Fair to Me, a torch 
tune and a blues ditty, phrased appealing- 
ly in the vocals of Billie Holiday. Chan- 
teuse paces both sides with the kind of 
sincere feeling for a song that marked all 
of her singing up to recent dates. Back- 
ing her with the right moods is the Tiny 
Grimes sextet GOOD: Decca’s How 
Blue Can You Get/If Yowre So Smart 
How Come You Ain't Rich with Louis 
Jordan and band registering on two that 
could go big in juke circles. A-side is a 
bluesy opus, chirped smartly by the sax- 
playing maestro behind some solid sup- 


turning out top 
highly consistent. 


port from the aggregation. Flipper is 
typical Jordan novelty stuffi—humorous 
and highly entertaining . . . RECOM- 


MENDED: Victor’s Worry Bird/Out of 
the Night, showcasting baritone Johnny 
Hartman in good voice on a pair of new 
ballads—one_ brisk. the other slow. 
Coupling marks his debut as a single on 
the label. Promising crooner is best in 
his delivery of Out of the Night, a sensu- 
ous melody framed against the nifty be- 
guine beat of Norman Leyden’s orchestra 
and choir .. . BEST INSTRUMENTAL 
PERFORMANCE: Columbia’s The Hawk 
Talks, a bop-figured side by the new Duke 
Ellington band. Execution here is un- 
cannily sharp, the beat real groovy. The 
side represents one of the most modern 
things waxed to date by Duke, is an orig- 
inal of ex-Harry James, drummer Louie 
Bellson who only recently joined the El- 
lington outfit. 
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With Each Order of 4 or More Records 
1 RECORD (Our Choice) 


F 4 E E 1 Photo of a Leading Artist 


LATEST RELEASES AND OLD FAVORITES 
$ 


0 “ROCKET 88’’—J. Brenston F 
(1) BLACK NIGHT—Charles Brown 89 
() TEND TO YOUR BUSINESS—James Wayne 89 
() 60-MINUTE MAN—The Dominoes +6 89 
-) CHICA BOO—Lloyd Glenn. 89 
} TOO YOUNG— King Cole 89 
MONEY BLUES—Camille Howard 89 


DON’T YOU KNOW I LOVE YOU—The Clovers.. .89 
} BLUE AND LONESOME— King Perry 89 
() ROCK LITTLE DADDY—Eunice Davis 9 
0 pap ibe | JUST FOR YOU—Lucky Millinder 89 
} BLOOD-SHOT EYES—Wyonie Harris 89 
| SHE’S DYNAMITE—B. B. King 89 

EYESIGHT FOR THE BLIND— Joe Hill Louis 89 
(1) T-89 BLUES—Jimmy Nelson 9 
() SADDLE THE COW — Roscoe Gordon 89 
(1) | GOT LOADED—Peppermint Harris d 

1 GOT NEWS FOR YOU—Roy Milton 89 


(1) | KNOW—Ruth Brown ; 89 
() GEE BABY—Johnny Otis 89 
() PLL WAIT—Four Buds -89 
() MY BABY’S GONE—B. B. King 89 
() DON’T TAKE LOVE FROM ME—Joe Morris 89 
) PULL WAIT FOR YOU—Ruth Brown. 89 
() TEARDROPS FROM MY EYES—Ruth Brown 89 
(1) DO SOMETHING FOR ME—The Dominoes 89 
(-) ROCKING BLUES—Johnny Otis 89 
(1) WHISKEY GIN AND WINE—Joe Liggins 89 
() TENNESSEE WALTZ BLUES—Stick McGee 89 
() ALL THAT WINE IS GONE—Big Jay McNeely 89 
1) ROCKIN AND ROLLIN—Little Son Jackson 89 
TIRED OF CRYIN—Fats Domino 89 


l 
t 


() EVERY NIGHT ABOUT Mg ood TIME—Fats Domino 48 


) DON’T LIE TO ME—Fats D d 
- PVE BEEN LOST—Little Willie Littiefield 89 
() SLEEP—Earl Bostic. . 89 
© HUCKLEBUCK WITH JIMMY—Five Keys 89 
() TRYIN TO LOSE THESE BLUES—Joe Liggins 89 
() THE THRILL 1S GONE—Herb Fisher... 89 
(1) PRAYIN FOR YOUR RETURN—Percy Mayfield... .89 
() WHAT A FOOL I WAS—Percy Mayfield... 89 
C) LOST LOVE—Percy Mayfield ........ 89 
0 PLEASE SEND ME SOMEONE TO LOVE— 

Percy Mayfield ; 83 
IF YOU'RE SO SMART—Louis Jordan. 89 
You Will Always Have A Friend—Louis Jordan..... .89 
WEAK-MINDED BLUES—Louis Jordan... 89 
LEMONADE—Louis Jordan. .... 89 
JUST ONE MORE DRINK—Amos Milburn 89 
EVERYBODY CLAP HANDS—Amos Milburn 89 
TEARS TEARS TEARS—Amos Milburn 89 
BAD BAD WHISKEY—Amos Milburn 89 
SAX SHACK BOOGIE—Amos Milburn 89 
WALKING BLUES—Amos Milburn 89 
I'll Always Be In Love With You—Charles Brown... .89 

MY BABY’S GONE—Charles Brown 89 
TROUBLE BLUES—Charles Brown 89 
QUEEN BEE BLUES—John Lee Hooker . 28 
BOOGIE CHILLEN—John Lee Hooker . Oe 
HOBO BLUES—John Lee Hooker. ee 
CRAWLING KING SNAKE—John Lee Hooker. . 89 

SPIRITUALS 
HOW I GOT OVER—Clara Ward... 89 
OUR FATHER—Five Blind Boys...... 89 
GOD IS ABLE—Ward Singers. . 89 
| SHALL KNOW HIM—Rosetta Tharpe .89 
HE’S ALL | NEED—Rosetta Thar 7. 89 
GRAVE HOLD MY BODY DOWN—Rosetta Tharpe .89 
oeareen eis teens Tharpe 89 
STRETCH OUT—Rosetta Thar 89 
MOVE Hy ALITTLE HIGHER Mahalia Jackson. .89 
JUST OVER THE HILL—Mahalia Jackson. 89 
JESUS GAVE ME WATER—Soul wenn = 


HOW LONG—Soul Stirrers.......... 

BYE AND BYE—Soul Stirrers............ sa 89 
LIVING ON MOTHER’S PRAYER—Soul Stirrers. .89 
MOVE IN ROOM WITH LORD—Soul Stirrers 89 
BOSOM OF ABRAHAM—The Trumpeteers. . 89 
LORD | WISH | HEARD YOU—The Trumpeteers. .89 


ooOoooooooooooooOooOoooOoOoOoOoooOoOoooOoOoNO amines OOoOOoooo00 


MILKY WHITE WAY—The Trumpeteers. . 89 
SERVANT PRAYER—The Trumpeteers 89 
LITTLE WOODEN CHURCH—The Trumpeteers 89 
OLD SHIP OF ZION—Martin Singers..... 89 
oe be LOOK—Martin Singers... 89 
Glory ve hee Gospel Singers 89 
Keep oe, ALL THE WAY—Angelic Gospel Singers .89 
BACK TO THE DUST—Angelic Gospel Singers 89 
TQUCH ME _— Bae nn ay elic Gospel Singers .89 
Dear Lord Look D —_ Gospel Sing. .89 
JESUS mM THANKFUL Pilgrim avelers 89 
Jesus Is First Line of Defense—Pilgrim Travelers 89 
SATISFIED WITH JESUS—Pilgrim Travelers 89 
WHAT A BLESSING—Pilgrim Travelers. . 89 
WELCOME HOME—Pilgrim Travelers 89 
JESUS MET THE WOMAN AT THE WELL— 
Pilgrim Travelers. 89 
(0 Jesus Hits Like The Atom Bomb—Pilgrim Travelers .89 
C) MOTHER BOWED—Pilgrim Travelers........ 89 
0) | LOVE THE LORD—Pilgrim Travelers........ 89 
C) | Got A Mother Gone aon Pilgrim Travelers. 89 
© DOCTOR JESUS—Bro. Joe May........-.-.-- 89 
() OUR FATHER—Bro. Joe May......... ...--- 89 
© | THANK THE LORD—Bro. ‘ice Res 89 
() What Do You Know About y Reeder A Joe a. 89 
=) DO YOU KNOW HIM—Bro. Joe May...... 89 
SEARCH ME LORD—Bro. Joe May......... 2 


Double Portion Of God’s Love—Bro. J 
J GONNA LIVE LIFE | SING ABOUT— "Soa ‘May .89 
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(Continued from Page 17) 


of this brave, beautiful brown girl. 

I don’t know exactly when I made up 
my mind definitely that I would become 
a flyer, but it was shortly before Greg 
went down to Tuskegee to join the 99th 
Pursuit Squadron. When he returned on 
his first leave I told him what was on my 
mind and as always he told me, “Go to it, 
Sis!” 

But Dad put his foot down. “Linda,” 
he said quietly, “I’ve always tried to give 
you what you wanted, even when I didn’t 
agree with your ideas.” 

“T know that, Dad, and I appreciate it,” 
I said, unhappy over the clash between 
what we each wanted. Somehow I had to 
make him understand, make him see how 
much it meant to me. “But this is differ- 
ent from all those other fads I went 
through. It’s not just another hobby— 
it’s my life!” 

He was thoughtful for a moment then 
said, “Have you considered your chances? 
—as a colored girl, I mean. How many 
years went by before boys like Greg finally 
got a chance to fly? You must be prac- 
tical, Linda.” 

Dad was right. There were still so many 
careers, so many opportunities that were 
closed to us. Yet— 

“What about that fellow who went to 
college with you?” I asked suddenly. “Re- 
member? You told us once that everyone 
thought he was crazy because he took a 
degree in insurance and there just weren’t 
any colored insurance companies in exist- 
ence then.” 

Dad smiled. “Yes, even his professors 
thought Gordon was wasting his time.” 

“Yet, today he’s the head of one of the 
largest insurance firms we’ve got!” I said 
triumphantly. 

The next day I enrolled in the Civilian 
Air Patrol—with Dad’s blessings. . . . 


A LL THESE memories flooded through 
“* my mind as I checked in at the office 
and was introduced to Captain McCain, 
the pilot of my ship, and Irv Miller, his co- 
pilot. Capt. McCain was a tall, lanky vet- 
eran flyer, whose cool eyes carefully ap- 
praised me. Then in a crisp, businesslike 
manner he stuck out his hand and said, 
“Glad to have you aboard, Miss Harvey.” 

Irv, however, almost fell on his face 
trying to impress me. He was a stocky, 
red-headed fellow, full of life and very 
friendly. He helped me stow my gear and 
get things shipshape for the flight. As 
| checked over the stack of magazines and 
newspapers I would pass out to the pas- 
sengers, Irv leaned close to me and said 
with a boyish grin, “Captain McCain sure 
SA 








has a first-rate crew now! I hope you stay 


with us.” 

“Thanks, but I doubt it. Since I’m 
new they'll probably shift me around from 
one flight to another.” 


He grew thoughtful. “Yeah, that’s 
right. Still, you can’t blame a guy for 


wishing. There’s one thing I’m sure of— 
you'll be seeing a lot of me from now on!” 

I didn’t say anything. The conversation 
was getting a little too personal. 

He reached out and took my hand. “At 
any rate, I’ll rate a date when we get to 
Chicago. Won't I?” he pleaded. 

I tossed him a nervous smile and nodded, 
mainly to get rid of him. Unlike many 
girls, I didn’t become an airline hostess 
to snare a husband. It was strictly busi- 
ness with me; one move closer to my goal 
of becoming a professional pilot. Besides. 
I was already in love, even though my 
romance had been so brief and beautiful 
that now, several years later, I often found 
myself wondering whether it had really 
happened... . 

It was during my ground training as a 
member of the CAP that I met the man to 
whom my heart would always belong. I 
had enrolled in a beginner’s class but 
since Dad had insisted that I also study 
something “practical” I agreed to take 
some courses I needed to enter nurse’s 
school. So I wasn’t a full-time student 
at the small airport on the edge of the 
city where a surprisingly large number 
of Negro girls and fellows were learning 
to fly in preparation for the day when 
their government would call on them. 
There were times during those harrowing 
war years when we often were discouraged 
and wondered when—if ever—we’d get 
the chance we wanted so desperately. 

We were taught engine mechanics, navi- 
gation and all the other technical subjects 
necessary before beginning actual flight 
training. But even down in Tuskegee the 
more expert brown eagles were merely 
sitting around biding their time. We all 
knew that until they went flying off into 
combat, we’d be stuck with our primary 
training in small, low-powered planes and 
never get a chance at the big ships. 

Then one day, the 99th headed for North 
Africa and a couple of the advanced stu- 
dents at Fairview Airport were accepted 
as cadets. I never forgot the wonderful 
going-away party we gave for them, nor 
Steve, one of the fellows who was leaving. 
Many of the details of that glorious after- 
noon are hazy in my memory now, but my 
meeting with Steve remained as clear as 
if it had just happened. I was acquainted 
with only one or two of the advanced stu- 
dents so I took extra pains to look my best 
when meeting the rest of the school. I 
wore my best slacks and a new leather 
jacket my brother Greg had sent me as a 
birthday present. My close-cropped curls 
were tucked under a_ broad-billed me- 
chanic’s cap and I’m sure my eyes were as 
bright and shining as those of all the other 
young flying enthusiasts milling around 
in an empty hangar. 

Someone had brought a portable phono- 
























graph for dancing and the rest of us were 
standing around talking and drinking 
cokes. I was standing in a corner arguing 
with one of my classmates about the land. 
ing speed of a Piper Cub when someone 
walked up and said, “Can you spare the 
lady for a dance with the guest of honor, 
Bill?” 

Love at first sight was something I'd 
read about, but considered just a romantic 
notion that might be nice in a book but 
never happened in real life. At that mo- 
ment when I turned and looked into the 
deep brown eyes of the tall, broad-shoul- 
dered youth standing next to me I knew 
that I was wrong. A girl can lose her 
heart in a twinkling of an eye—if the right 
man comes along. And there, smiling 
down at me and holding my eyes in a clear, 
steady gaze, was the “right” man for me. 
Instinctively, without a doubt I knew it. 

“Sure, why not?” Bill grinned. “She 
was winning the argument, anyway. Steve, 
this is Linda.” 

Wordlessly, Steve took my hand in his 
and we moved together for a _ dance. 
“Watch out for her,” Bill called out in 
mock seriousness. “Don’t let those baby 
blue eyes fool you, Steve. She’s not one 
of those powder puff pilots!” 

But Bill’s teasing was forgotten as we 
moved in rhythm with the music that 
floated up through the open, barn-like 
structure. Steve’s jacket felt soft and cool 
to my cheek and after a while he pulled off 
my cap and nestled his chin in my hair. 
We didn’t talk much and never once men- 
tioned that this first meeting was also to 
be our last. Somehow I sensed that Steve 
was feeling the things I felt, thinking the 
thoughts I was and that what was hap- 
pening between us was a beautiful, once- 
in-a-lifetime thing. 

“It should have happened long ago,” 
Steve said softly, as if reading my 
thoughts. 

I shook my head. “No. If we'd met 
even a few days ago I don’t think I could 
let you go. It was hard when my brother 
left, but if there was something between 
us I couldn’t bear seeing you fly away. 
not knowing whether or not you’d come 
back!” 

We had stopped dancing now and we 
stood face to face as if we were complete- 
ly alone. Steve slipped his arms around 
me and my knees trembled as he whis- 
pered, “There’s something between us 
now, Linda. Something that will always 
be as wonderful as it is this very moment. 
Can’t you feel it?” 

My fingers dug into the soft leather of 
his jacket sleeve, my voice quavered with 
the happiness and fear this strange new 


emotion had brought into my life. “Yes, 
Steve, I feel it too. But—but, somehow 
it just doesn’t seem fair. We find each 


other today and tomorrow you'll be gone.” 
“Buzz and I are flying down to Tuskegee 
in his ship,” he said gently. ‘“We’re leav- 
ing right after this party.” 
I gasped. “Please, Steve, can’t you post- 
pone it some way? Maybe we can have a 
few days together before—” 
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He smiled sadly. “It would be nice, 
Linda, but there’s no use kidding our- 
selves. I’ve got to leave today—in just a 
few minutes,” he added, glancing at the 
shiny chronograph on his wrist. 

Tears of sadness welled up in my eyes 
and his lean brown face was a blur. “But 
I'll come back, darling!” I heard him 
say. His tender kiss on my hungry lips 
transformed my heart into a _ winged 
creature that soared through a pink haze 
of ecstasy like a gull riding the crest of an 
air current. 

“Oh, darling, darling!” I moaned as our 
fellow students pulled us apart, laughing 
and teasing us. 

“Let me get my share!” yelled Buzz. 
“I’m a guest of honor, too.” He came 
over to me. “Come on, Blondie, here’s 
another hero you can kiss goodbye!” 

He planted a moist kiss on the side of 
my mouth and the party turned into a 
riot of noise and down-to-earth fun. <A 
bunch of girls grabbed Steve, smothering 
him with kisses, and everybody was kiss- 
ing and hugging everybody else. It was a 
heart-breaking scene of pent-up emotions 
suddenly released by the sad farewells 
after long, trying months of war-time at- 
mosphere. 

Then, someone put on a record of the 
Army Air Force song and Steve and Buzz 
were lifted on the shoulders of the fellows, 
who paraded around the hangar, then out 
to the field where Buzz’s plane was warm- 
ing up. I tried desperately to break 
through the throng to get to Steve and 


he twisted and turned as the fellows | 


bounced him through the air, trying to get 
a look at me. “I'll be back, darling!” 
I heard him shout as he climbed into the 
plane. 

The engine revved up and the ship 
moved slowly to the single runway. A 
final wave from Steve and Buzz and the 
little ship shot forward and_ streaked 
across the field and was airborne. A loud 
shout went up and then all was quiet. 
The phonograph record had started again 
and as the words blared out, “Off we go 
into the wild blue yonder . . .” the plane 
circled overhead and flew south, taking 
my newly-found and lost lover out of my 
sight and my life... . 


WAS still lost in my memories when Irv 
re-entered the plane. He asked again 
about our date in Chicago, as if he were 
afraid I'd changed my mind. I assured 
him that I saw nothing wrong in a friendly 
chat over dinner or cocktails and that 


seemed to satisfy him. Then he told me | 


that Mr. Nichols, the company agent, 
wanted to see me in his office. 

My heart turned into a lump of lead 
within my breast. Had something gone 
wrong? Had my carefully concealed secret 
been discovered? “What—what does he 
want?” JI faltered. “It’s just a few min- 
utes before takeoff time.” 

“Here, I'll check the passengers 
aboard,” he offered, taking the list from 


my nerveless fingers. “I suppose Nichols | 
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wants to give you a little pep talk.” 

Wordlessly, I left the ship and headed 
for the terminal. Perhaps Irv was right 
and I had nothing to fear, but somehow I 
couldn’t accept his easy explanation for 
this sudden request to report to the office. 
Despite myself, I recalled the time I had 
secured a job as sales girl in a downtown 
department store and things had gone 
along beautifully until someone happened 
to ask me what I was. In all innocence 
I'd given an honest answer. I had made 
no attempt to “pass” when I applied for 
the job and apparently no one had both- 
ered to question me. But the day follow- 
ing my naive revelation, I was fired. Some 
time later, I took a position in a large 
office, taking care to hide my identity. 
This time, a man at the office who wanted 
to date me, followed me home one night 
and saw where I lived. Within two days 
the “shocking” news had spread from the 
general office up to the private office of 
the president of the firm. Again, I lost 
my job. 

Both times the jobs were temporary, 
just something to occupy my time during 
summer vacation and enable me to earn 
money to help with my tuition. But now, 
my whole future hinged on keeping this 
job I'd worked and studied so hard to,get. 
I'd even used a golden hair rinse on my 
naturally light brown curls in order to 
look the part I was playing. By the time 
I reached Mr. Nichols’ office, I had con- 
vinced myself that this was the end. 

I almost shouted for joy when, after the 
first few words from the pompous little 
official, I realized that Irv’s prediction was 
true. I could barely maintain a sober 
face as he carefully reminded me of com- 
pany rules and regulations and repeated 
step by step my duties as a hostess and 
representative of the airline. Then, check- 
ing his watch, he ended abruptly and 
wished me “Happy landings.” 

| thanked him and managed to hide my 
relief until I was safely out of sight. Hur- 
rying outside, I reached the plane just as 
the last passengers were boarding it. The 
mechanic closed the hatch behind me and 
Irv handed over the passenger list. “Every- 
thing in order,” he grinned, and made his 
way forward to the cockpit. Then came 
the high-pitched whine of the starters, the 
coughing of the engines and then the 
steady roar of the big props and the 
engine exhaust. On the forward bulk- 
head the two signs flashed on—No Smok- 
ing; Fasten Seat Belts—and I helped a 
couple of passengers adjust their safety 
belts, reminded another that smoking was 
forbidden during takeoffs and landings 
and that cigars were out altogether. Then 
| took my seat forward, facing aft. It was 
a large ship and with the excitement I had 
just gone through and the anticipation of 
my first flight as a stewardess, the faces of 
10-odd men and women were just a con- 
fused blur to me. 

I felt Captain McCain release the brakes 
and the big plane began to move along 
the runway. Settling back in my seat, I 
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closed my eyes. My first trip had begun; 
everything would be all right, I kept tell- 
ing myself. Everything had to be all right. 
But even as I silently voiced this fervent 
hope. I realized it was whistling in the 
dark. 

The warning signs blinked off and I 
started to pass out the magazines and see 
to the comforts of my passengers. But at 
one seat amidship, the automatic smile I 
wore to reassure any timid souls aboard 
froze on my face as if struck by an icy 
blast. The gray-haired man wearing rim- 
less glasses smiled up at me as if he knew 
me, and panic clutched my heart with the 
realization that I had seen him somewhere. 
Did he know who I was? Hastily, I thrust 
a magazine into his hands and retreated 
to my compartment aft. 

The rest of the trip was taken up with 
my various duties and I didn’t have much 
time to brood about the possibility of be- 
ing identified as a girl who was “passing.” 
But each time I noticed the mysterious 
traveler watching me I got a funny sinking 
sensation in the pit of my stomach. Yet, 
when we landed at Chicago, he merely 
gave me a pleasant goodbye, just as all the 
others did, and I still had no idea who 
he was or whether he had seen me before. 

The puzzling incident was soon forgot- 
ten, however, as Irv insisted in cramming 
as much activity as we could into our few 
hours layover between trips. The day 
after our arrival we had breakfast together 
at the hotel all airline employees stayed 
at, frolicked at Oak Street beach, and 
later had dinner. Afterwards. Irv took me 
dancing and when I finally got to bed that 
night I knew that Irv was falling in love 
with me. But I was positive I could handle 
the situation. The familiar face I’d seen 
on the plane flashed across my mind just 
before I fell asleep and my dreams that 
night were haunted by a vague shadow 
of impending danger. 

The next day dawned bright and clear, 
perfect flying weather, and I had no time 
to dwell on half-remembered faces or what 
might happen if I were recognized by 
some one from out of my unmentionable 
past. Irv and I rode out to the airport 
together. He had reluctantly agreed to 
being “just friends” although he gave me 
fair warning that it was only temporary 
as far as he was concerned. I kept telling 
him that I was in love already, but since 
all I told him about Steve was that he was 
a flyer I'd met during the war and hadn’t 
seen or heard from since, Irv warned me 
that he would keep trying to break down 
my resistance. 

As we crossed the big waiting room of 
the terminal I noticed Irv drop behind. 
I thought nothing of it until he caught up 
with me at the door of the airline office 
and I saw the peculiar look on his face. 
“What’s wrong?” I asked. 

“Nothing, only—” He hesitated. “Just 
some guy out there giving you the eye.” 

I laughed. “Really, Irv! Even if he 
was, that’s no reason to—” 


“He was a colored fellow,” he said 





flatly, an undercurrent of resentment in his 
voice. 

“Oh?” My first thought was that some. 
one who knew me had tried to catch my 
attention. More likely, however, it was 
someone who spotted me as a Negro and 
wondered what I was doing in the uniform 
of a stewardess. 

I decided to get Irv straight on one 
thing, then and there. The few times I'd 
tried to pass, I made up my mind never 
to tolerate any slurs against my race, even 
if it meant exposure for me. In all prob. 
ability this was just a simple incident that 
Irv was blowing up beyond its normal sig. 
nificance. At any rate, I looked him 
straight in the eye and said, “Maybe it 
was someone I know. I was rather popu- 
lar in school and I made a lot of friends— 
all kinds.” 

Irv’s face reddened. “I didn’t mean any 
harm,” he stammered. “I guess I’m jeal- 
ous of any man who looks at you.” 

I knew that wasn’t the only reason for 
the remark he had made, but said nothing 
more. There was no point in carrying it 
further, although I was curious to see who 
it was. But to retrace my steps and search 
for someone I might possibly know was 
out of the question. 


ALF AN HOUR later, I would have 

given anything in the world if I had 
obeyed that impulse. The preliminary 
routine had gone off without a hitch and as 
the plane taxied along the ramp I gazed 
out my window at the long line of planes, 
large and small, we passed. Suddenly the 
door of a shiny two-seater opened and a 
tall brown figure swung down to the 
ground. Even before I saw his face | 
knew it was Steve. My heart pounded 
wildly and involuntarily I raised my hand 
and rapped on the window. 

But he paused to watch the plane for 
just a moment, then turned and walked 
away. And as the distance between us 
widened I had the awful feeling that one 
last chance to recapture the happiness I'd 
been waiting for had slipped from my 
grasp. The big airliner was taking me 
away from Steve just as his little plane 
had carried him out of my life so many 
long, lonely years ago. 

Back in New York, Irv was all apologies 
and went overboard to square himself with 
me. He must have thought my silence 
was anger, but Irv was nowhere in my 
thoughts. Knowing that Steve was alive 
and well and that if I was lucky I'd be 
seeing him face to face in a few days left 
little room for anything or anyone else. 

It was in this mellow, reminiscent mood 
that I went to Mr. Nichols’ office in re- 
sponse to a message one of the clerks 
handed me. My mind was so filled with 
Steve that I didn’t even hear his first words 
as I sat in the chair he offered me. ! 
concentrated on what he was saying. 

“a delicate subject indeed, Miss Har- 
vey,” he repeated, pressing the tips of his 
fingers together and smiling nervously. “I 
hope you won’t misunderstand, but I have 
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a responsibility to the company. Tell me, 
are you a Negro?” He stopped and 
picked up a letter from his desk. “Per- 
haps you'd better read this.” 

Still unaware of what it was all about, 
I glanced at the letter he handed me. I 
read the words, but they made no sense. 
Then the meaning of them came crashing 
through as significant words came leaping 
at me from the sheet of paper. 

“__wish to congratulate you.” 
“Your company’s decision to hire compe- 
tent help without regard to race or religion 
is most praiseworthy. 

“T recall Miss Harvey as one of my best 
students and believe you have made an 
initiating your non- 


I read. 


excellent choice in 
discrimination policy.” 

It was signed by one of my college 
instructors, and instantly I realized that 
he was the man whose face looked familiar 
to me on the flight’ west. A well-known 
liberal, he had recognized me and obvi- 
ously assumed that the airline had hired 
me knowing that I was a Negro. 

I glanced at Mr. Nichols and saw him 
study me soberly for a while. Then he 
got up and began pacing the floor. “I’m 
not going to ask you to affirm or deny the 
implication in this letter that you are 
well, that you are not what you seem,” he 
said at last. “Whoever wrote that letter 
could be mistaken.” 

I started to say 
stopped me with a gesture. 
is true. I’m not sure that it is not a good 
thing. There’s a first time for everything, 
and certainly there’s nothing wrong with 
hiring people on the basis of their ability 





something but he 
“Even if this 


and not their looks.” 

He paused by my chair and looked 
down at me. “Suppose we file this letter 
away for the time being? In another week 
or so I'll know just how well you perform 
your duties.” 

“And then?” I asked. 

“Then, I'll make a recommendation to 
the company—one way or the other.” 

My mind was in turmoil when I walked 
out of his office. I took pains to avoid 
meeting Irv or any of the other people 
I knew because I wanted to be alone. I 
wanted to think. I had a choice to make, 
a choice made more difficult because there 
were so many things I was not sure of. 
I could not have my job and Steve too. 
Of that I was certain. The question was: 
which could be sacrificed ? 

In the first place. now that I thought 
about it calmly, I was not even sure it was 
Steve I had seen. True. the tall flyer car- 
ried his head and walked with the easy, 
powerful strides as I remembered Steve, 
but the resemblance could have stimulated 
my imagination. On the other hand, hold- 
ing my job depended on keeping my dis- 
tance from Negroes. I had no illusions 
that confessing the truth to Mr. Nichols 
was the solution. Even if he recommend- 
ed it, I had no way of knowing whether 
or not the company would keep me on. 

The whole thing boiled down to one 
thing—the importance of the job as far 


as my life and my career were concerned. 
The CAP program of government aid to 
student flyers had ended before I com- 
pleted my flight training. So with my own 
money, I paid for private instruction and 
eventually got my license as private pilot. 
But that was only the beginning for me. 
I wanted to get more advanced commercial 
ratings, qualify to handle twin-engine 
ships and pass blind flying tests. All this 
meant more money than I could raise, even 
with Dad’s generous help. Besides, I had 
my heart set on getting a surplus army 
trainer, a twin-engine job that could be 
used to transport both passengers and 
freight. 

To accomplish this ambitious program, 
I had set myself a goal, worked out a sort 
of two-year plan and the stewardess job 
was an essential part of it. Giving up my 
job meant overboard all my 
dreams. It was a great deal to give up, 
even for Steve. 

I fretted until I was again assigned to 
a west-bound flight about 10 days later. 
In between trips to Boston, Miami and 
Irv, who by 


tossing 


one other short run, I saw 
now was making no bones about his feel- 
ing for me. I managed to keep him at 
arm’s length although I knew that sooner 
or later I would have to give him some 
pretty solid reasons why I couldn’t return 
his love. 

On this trip to Chicago, I was practi- 
cally a veteran, automatically performing 
my duties while I tried unsuccessfully to 
create order out of the confused jumble 
of thoughts and fears and hopes in my 
mind. Once we landed, it was an easy 
matter to locate Steve Griffin. His plane 
was registered at Harlem Airport, but a 
hurried phone call there revealed that he 
was not there. Swallowing my disappoint- 
ment, there was nothing for me to do but 
go to my hotel and try again the next day. 
I didn’t want to be bothered with Irv, nice 
as he was, and went to bed early, pleading 
a headache. 


(THE NEXT MORNING I awoke bright 
and early. I had decided to go directly 
to the airport and wait for Steve if he 
wasn’t there when I arrived. I dressed 
hurriedly and after a taxi ride that seemed 
to last for hours, I climbed stiffly out of 
the cab and entered the long, one-story 
building at the edge of the field. 

“Griffin? You'll find him out on the 
field somewhere.” said the leathery-faced 
man who greeted me. 

Walking awkwardly along the gravel, I 
made my way towards the sleek silver ship 
I had glimpsed that day at Municipal air- 
port. I saw a figure clad in faded khaki. 
“Steve!” I called, “Steve!” 

The figure straightened up and swung 
around, and I fairly flew the distance re- 
maining between us. 

“Why did you do it, Linda?” Steve 
moaned. “Why didn’t you leave well 
enough alone?” 

“Aren't you glad to see me, darling?” 
I was hurt by his grim reception. “Don’t 


you want to kiss me?” 

An agonized look crossed his face and 
he cupped my face in his grease-stained 
hands. “Do I want to kiss you? How 
many times in the past five years have I 
longed for this moment! Linda darling, 
there were times when the memory of your 
lovely face and that sweet smile were the 
only things that kept me going. that gave 
me the will to live and fight back.” 

He drew me tight against his lean, hard 
body and suddenly the whole world was 
right. “More than anything else in the 
world, I want to kiss you,” he said, gently 
brushing the tears from my cheeks with 
the back of his hand. 

Then our lips sought and found each 
other and it was like the first time that 
day so long ago. only a hundred times 
more thrilling and wonderful. I was limp 
in his arms, suddenly drained of all emo- 
tion except a golden glow of rapture that 
warmed my heart and sent shivers of 
delight up my spine. We kissed again 
and again, each time with more fervor 
and abandon than before. “I love you, 
Steve. All these years I’ve kept my heart 
free for you,” I whispered at last. “Why 
didn’t you write me? At least you could 
have let me know that you were all right, 
you could have given me something to go 
on.” 

The smile on his handsome bronzed face 
faded and was replaced by a grim, pained 
expression. I could see the muscles of his 
jaw jerk spasmodically, but he said noth- 
ing. 

“After Greg—after Greg died, I was all 
alone because I didn’t even know whether 
I had you,” I explained. At the mention 
of my brother’s name, a shadow crossed 
his face. 

“T wanted to write to you Linda. Be- 
lieve me, I tried. I knew what you must 
be going through and I wanted to help, 
wanted to ease the pain, but—I saw Greg’s 
ship go down,” he added grimly. “I saw 
him crash and I knew then that no matter 
how much I loved you, I could never per- 
mit you to go through that same torture 
on my account. A flyer’s got no business 
being married!” The bitter words fairly 
burst from his lips. 

“I’m a flyer, too,” I gently reminded 
him. “Even so, it was worse for me not 
hearing a word from you. Didn’t you 
know I’d be worried?” 

Steve shook his head uncertainly. “May- 
be I was being a coward, running from 
things, but I kept putting it off. Then we 
were shipped overseas and when I got 
back there was always that terrible fear 
that you’d found someone else.” He 
brushed my forehead with his lips. “Yet, 
all the while I prayed that you hadn’t!” 

“All that is past darling. My prayers 
have been answered too!” 

Steve washed up and changed clothes 
and we got into his car and started out 
on the most glorious day I’d ever spent. 
We drove around the city for hours, some- 
times talking, then again, enjoying each 
other’s company in understanding silence. 











That evening. Steve’s landlady cooked a 
wonderful dinner for us and afterwards, 
we drove out to the shore of Lake Mich- 
igan to watch the moon throw silver 
ripples on the dark water. 

Not until then did we get around to 
discussing me and my job with the airline. 
“Of course, I'll quit now,” I told Steve, 
as I sat with my head on his shoulder. 
I felt him stiffen. 

“Are you sure that’s what you want to 
do?” he asked in a peculiar voice. 

“I’m positive, darling! Why do you 
ask?” 

“Oh, I don’t know. You evidently went 
to a lot of trouble to get the job—dyeing 
your hair and—” 

“You don’t like the idea of my ‘pass- 
ing’?” 

“There’s more to it than that,” he said 
slowly. “Changing your race involves 
more than changing the color of your hair. 
Your personality changes, too.” 

“And?” I waited for him to go on. 

““Well—maybe it’s not so easy to change 
back again.” 

I reached up and pulled his face down 
to mine. “Let me worry about that! All 
you've got to do is meet me at the airport 
tomorrow and help me word the telegram 
f resignation I’m going to send to Mr. 
Nichols. He'll probably find I’ve violated 
some company rule or other, but shame 
on him! I'll be Mrs. Steve Griffin before 
he can dictate a memo on it!” 

“I know, Linda, but you’ve got to be 
positive this is what you want!” Steve 
insisted. 

“Kiss me,” I laughed. 

“Listen to me! I’m serious about—” 

“Kiss me!” 

He did. That ended the argument. 

I had to check into the hotel since tech- 
nically I still worked for the company, 
although as a light-hearted bride-to-be I 
was in no mood to be bound by rules and 
regulations. Steve was to meet me in the 
morning at the terminal and after I re- 
signed, we'd be free to go our way. But 
when I arrived, he was not in sight. Think- 
ing he’d been delayed, I sat down to wait. 
\ half hour passed, then 15 more minutes 
dragged by. Still no Steve. Now it would 
be too late for the company to get another 
stewardess to take my place and they’d 
have to reassign someone from an incom- 
ing flight, but I no longer cared. All I 
wanted was for Steve to come and take 
me away with him. 

Finally, I went to phone him, but his 
landlady said that he’d left long ago. 
When I came out of the phone booth I was 
trembling? Suppose something had hap- 
pened to him? Suppose— Just then, Irv 
rushed up to me. “Where’ve you been?” 
he asked excitedly. “You didn’t check in 
when you got here from the hotel,” he 
added in an accusing tone. 

“No,” I admitted dully. “I—I don’t 
know what I was thinking about.” 

“Is something the matter, Linda?” Irv 
asked, his voice full of concern. “I hope 
I didn’t do wrong, but—” 

“No, Irv, you did right by coming out 


&Q ' 


here and getting me. I should have re- 
ported to the office. Rule Number 21-c. 
Shouldn’t break company rules, should 
‘i 

“That’s not what I mean, Linda. I—” 

I threw another hopeless glance around 
the waiting room—no Steve. “Come on, 
let’s go,” I said to Irv. There was nothing 
else to do. It was pretty clear that Steve 
had run out on me. I couldn’t even guess 
the reason why, but I was suddenly very 
tired; too tired to think and too discour- 
aged to hope. For one brief, beautiful day 
I had allowed myself to believe that it was 
possible to pick up ‘threads of a life 
dropped five years earlier and start over 
again. Now I realized how hopeless and 
futile all my dreams had been. 


S WE SPED towards New York I knew 
that I would leave the job and all it 
stood for. I’d let my hair grow back 
to its natural brown and I would drop the 
pretense that had cost me the one thing 
in life I cherished most—the man Id 
found after five long years, then lost again. 
Steve’s quiet remarks about changing hair 
color and changing identity had left scars 
too deep to be glossed over. Perhaps I 
could redeem some of my self-respect by 
being just what I was and nothing more. 
The moment we landed I headed for Mr. 
Nichols’ office and announced my resigna- 
tion. “Because of that letter?” he asked. 
“If so, forget it. I have. You see, Miss 
Harvey, you’ve worked out very well. And 
while I’m in complete sympathy with the 
ideas expressed in that letter, I feel that 
the time is not yet ripe to bring up such 
a—er—delicate subject. So you just con- 
tinue to work as in the past and—” 

“No, I can’t keep up this act,” I said 
tearfully. 

He pursed his lips. “Mind you, I take 
a very liberal view to this whole problem, 
my dear. Why some of my—” 

“Some of your best friends are Negroes? 
My sweetheart is a Negro,” I said bitterly. 
“At least he was my—my—” My voice 
broke and I turned and fled from the room. 

As I hurried down the long corridor of 
the terminal, I heard someone call my 
name, but unheeding, I rushed to get as 
far away as possible. The footsteps be- 
hind me drew nearer and I felt a restrain- 
ing hand on my arm. I turned. It was 
Irv. “Please, not now,” I pleaded. “I 
want to be alone for a while.” 

He looked injured. “Gee, Linda, you 
seem to be always angry here lately. I 
hope it’s nothing I’ve done.” 

I squeezed his hand. “I’m sorry, Irv. 
You’ve been swell to me. Whatever is 
wrong is my own fault.” 


He blushed in embarrassment. “If it’s 
about that colored chap—” 
My heart leaped in my throat. “What 


are you trying to tell me?” I demanded, 
digging my fingers into his arm. 

A sheepish grin spread over his good- 
natured face. “Well, I know how you feel 
about—about colored people, so when that 
chap back in Chicago asked for you—” 

“You talked with Steve!” 





“Steve? Yeah, that was his name. An 
intelligent fellow, too. Anyway, I saw him 
while we were frantically looking for you. 
I told him I didn’t mind his talking to you, 
but—” 

“You didn’t mind?” I shouted incredu- 
lously. 

“Sure, I told him it was okay with me 
and that it was your business what kind 
of friends you had.” 

“That was big of you!” I injected sar- 
castically, realizing what Steve must have 
thought. But I hadn’t heard the worst. 

Irv continued, “Of course, I made it 
clear that he had to be discreet—not every- 
one is as broad-minded as you are, Linda. 
I also told him I hoped to marry you.” 

That was too much. Coming on top of 
everything else, it was the last straw. I 
got a good grip on myself, then began to 
tell him the facts of life. “You’re a nice 
guy, Irv. You mean well maybe, but you 
just don’t know what’s happening!” My 
anger mounted as I talked, but with an 
effort, I controlled myself even though my 
heart was dead inside me. 

“Do you know what you’ve done? 
Ruined my life!” My anger spent itself 
and I could only feel pity for the startled, 
pink-faced fellow standing before me. 

“['m a Negro, Irv.” I explained more 
calmly. “Not that it’s important because 
I’m not ashamed of it. I never was. But 
what is important is the fact that I love 
Steve with all my heart and soul. My ac- 
tions drove him away just as much as 
what you said to him, so I can’t blame you. 
Goodbye, Irv.” 

I left him standing there in open- 
mouthed amazement. After that, day fol- 
lowed day in endless monotony, and my 
depressed mood reflected my outlook on 
the whole world. After the first few 
times, I stopped answering my phone. It 
was only Irv calling to either apologize 
or to sympathize with me, I never found 
out because I hung up as soon as I dis- 
covered who it was. No use complicating 
things further. 

It had been more than a week since I 
sent a long letter of explanation to Steve 
and there had been no answer. I couldn't 
blame him for ignoring me, but every 
morning that I went down only to see an 
empty mailbox made my life that much 
more miserable. Finally, I got to the 
point where I thought I would go mad. 
The overpowering silence of my room, 
broken only by the persistent jangling of 
the telephone grew unbearable. I didn’t 
know where to turn and one morning after 
a long sleepless night, I threw myself 
down on the bed and let all the pent-up 
emotions in me come pouring out in a 
flood of tears. 

Something jarred into my consciousness 
and at first I thought it was the telephone 
beginning its daily clamor. Then I reai- 
ized it was the doorbell and hastily dried 
my eyes and went to the door. I jerked 
it open and my knees buckled in surprise. 
It was Steve! I closed my eyes and swayed 
toward him and felt his strong arms lift 
me up and carry me inside. 
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“Don’t you answer your phone these 
?” | heard him ask in a scolding 
yice. “I’ve been trying to call you ever 
since I got your letter. Finally I decided 
to fly out here and see what this was all 
about.” 

“Oh darling, darling!” I sobbed. “Hold 
me close.” 

His lips were warm and tender on my 
eyes. my neck. “How close?” he whispered. 

“Close enough for me to know I’m not 
Close enough to hold me for- 


days 


dreaming! 
ever!” 

“That’s a big order,” Steve murmured, 
stroking my tear-streaked face. 

“Too big?” I asked, thrilling to the love 
for him that spread like rich wine through 
my trembling body. 

He kissed away the wrinkles of doubt 
in my brow. “We had a slogan in the air 
force—-‘The difficult we do immediately. 
the impossible may take a little time.’ Sup- 
pose we make a start and see what 
happens?” 

Our lips blended in a soul-deep kiss 
and as my heart zoomed skyward on 
beautiful silver wings, I knew for certain 
that there was a “happy landing” ahead. 


THE END 





Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 14) 


be good for the child. If you think that 
your husband would make a worthy father 
for the child. perhaps you had better re- 
consider your separation and try to make 
a go of it again with your husband. This 
would solve all your problems. 

* * * 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am 29 years old 
and in love very much with my husband 
who is 34. We have been married four 
years and we separated six times during 
the second year of our marriage. He says 
he loves me but he cheats regularly. He 
has built us a home and gives me most of 
the money he makes and I run the house 
to suit myself. The girl he slips around 
with is 15 years old and goes to school. 
She calls him Tuesdays, Thursdays and 
Saturdays on the job. I have applied for 
a divorce two times but he does not want 
me to divorce him. Really he is a very 
good person if only he wouldn't step out 
on me. He is home every night and all 
weekends. 

Mrs. D.K.V. 

Dear Mrs. D.K.V.: A husband who is 
“home every night and all weekends” 
couldn’t be doing very much stepping out 
—especially if he works full time and 
brings most of his money home. It may 
be that you are allowing your suspicious 
nature to magnify something all out of 
proportion to actual cases. Be very sure 
of your facts before trying to get a divorce. 
Just trust your husband for a while and 
see what happens. 


Allotment 
Wife 
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me or trace me when you get this letter. 
I will be dead. The note I will leave will 
utterly confuse the authorities except on 
the one fact that I took my own life. The 
story of my suicide may make one or more 
of the Negro newspapers. but no one will 
know. except a few people who know me 
intimately. that there is any connection be- 
tween the newspaper accounts and _ this 
story. 

They say the mind of a dying person 
photographs in clear. rapid outline a re- 
view of every important event in his life. 
It’s that way with me as I sit here. writing 
this story in a poorly-lit little room I 
rented just a few hours ago. 

Strangely enough, the memories which 
come back to me now don’t fall into any 
orderly pattern nor follow the order in 
which I lived them. Rather. they assem- 
ble in a crazy. jumbled kind of way. But 
one is cruelly clear and it keeps coming 
back in bold relief. 

It is the picture of Claude’s twisted face 
as he lay on a bed in a Veterans Hospital 
in the Bronx while I stood beside the bed; 
of how he gazed at me with shock in his 
eyes and said: 

“Goodbye Sue. I understand. 
for this. I had it coming.” 

It was just about this time in the eve- 
ning less than a year ago that I first met 
Claude. It was when I first came to New 
York. I had run away from home in a 
little West Virginia town, run away to 
escape the horror of a ramshackle little 
across-the-tracks house into which, as long 
as I could remember, my parents, my 
three brothers. two sisters and I had been 
crowded. I ran away from a_ brooding 
embittered mother who took in washing 
and struggled to give us the bare neces- 
sities of life. who submitted slavishly to 
the insane beatings of a father who came 
home every Saturday night, stumbling, 
raging through the shabby house in a 
blind, drunken frenzy, cursing at the top 
of his lungs and demanding his dinner. 
Every Saturday night he gambled and 
drank up his money. 

That kind of life wasn’t for me, I de- 
cided, and I carefully saved from the small 
salary I earned as a clerk in a dress shop 
until I had enough for bus fare to the 
fabulous city of opportunity—New York. 
After buying my ticket, I had what I 
thought was enough to live on for a few 
weeks. That would be long enough, I 
knew, for me to find employment in New 
York where there was plenty of everything 
for everyone. 

I gaped at the wonder city of New York 
in the late afternoon as the big Greyhound 
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bus rode into downtown Manhattan. The 
bigness and brisk atmosphere made me 
feel very small and alone. But I told my- 
self it was just because New York was so 
big and busy that there was surely a place 
for an ambitious girl, determined to be- 
come a success. The bus rolled into the 
huge depot and the passengers filed out 
the door. Everyone but me. I hadn't 
thought this far, I realized. Where would 
I go? How would I get settled in a com- 
fortable, safe place, with board and lodg- 
ing cheap enough to last until I could find 
a job? Because the driver was regarding 
me with impatient disgust, I rose slowly 
and started for the door. A sour-faced 
colored porter was handing out baggage. 
I mustered up enough nerve to ask him: 
“Do you know a nice, safe, cheap hotel 
for colored?” 

At first, I thought he hadn’t heard me. 
But he straightened up and_ asked: 
“Where’s your baggage check, miss?” 

The desperate look on my face must 
have touched him. As I handed him my 
check and he selected the unimpressive- 
looking suitcase, he declared in a kinder 
voice: “You a stranger here, huh? Young 
girl too. Best for you to go to the Y.” 

I was reassured. 

“Where’s the Y?” I asked eagerly. 

“Just getting ready to tell you, miss,” he 
snapped impatiently. I lapsed into cowed 
silence. 

“Wait’ll I get through with this stuff 
here and I'll show you how to get to the 
subway and up to Harlem,” he promised. 


HE SUBWAY ride seemed intermina- 

ble, but I began to breathe easier as 
the train rushed into the 96th Street sta- 
tion and I noticed that more and more 
Negroes were getting on and the number 
of whites lessening. I felt more at home, 
surer that I was coming to that mysteri- 
ously exotic place called Harlem of which 
I had read so much. 

Recalling the porter’s instructions, I got 
off the subway at 125th Street, waited for 
the local, and rode one stop. Exhausted 
from the long bus ride and weighted down 
with the fear that I would get lost before 
I could get to the YWCA, I got off the 
train, lugging my suitcase awkwardly and 
stood smack in the middle of the station, 
looking about me. A number of people 
passed me, throwing me looks of mild curi- 
osity. I didn’t have the nerve to ask any 
of them what exit I should use or where 
to find the Y. The last person who passed 
was a young fellow in uniform. He looked 
as harmless and friendly as any of the 
scores of GI’s I had known back home, so 
I decided to take a chance. 

“Pardon me,” I said timidly, “Can you 
help me? I’m trying to get to the Y.” 

The next second [ was sorry I had 
asked him, for he turned and looked me 
up and down with a cool, appraising look. 
All the tales I had ever heard about slick 
New Yorkers and innocent young girls 
from out of town rushed into my mind. 
But the next second he smiled a very nice 
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smile, stooped down, picked up my suit- 
case and started off down the station. 

“Come on, baby,” he threw at me over 
his shoulder. 

I gasped and trotted along, not certain 
whether I was making the biggest mistake 
of my life or not. Suppose this strange 
GI turned out to be a wolf in Uncle Sam’s 
clothing. 

Up the winding steps we went and out 
we came upon a street which swarmed with 
people. My excitement got the best of me. 

“Is this Harlem?” I asked. I knew it 
was because there were ten Negroes to 
every white person. But I hadn’t expected 
the great, green rolling park in back of 
the subway station, the wide expanse of 
Morningside Avenue, the absolutely civil- 
ized look of the place. 

My GI companion signalled grandly for 
a passing taxicab, looked at me intently 
as the cab careened to a stop and circled 
to our side of the street. 

“What'd you expect. honey?” he asked 
me with gentle sarcasm, “People doing 
lindy-hops on the rooftops?” 

He held open the cab door and trust- 
ingly I got in. 

“Thirty-fifth street Y,” he ordered the 
driver, who responded with a disgusted 
snort and slammed into first. Turning to 
me. the soldier asked: “Where you from, 
anyway?” 

I told him and gasped with horror as the 
cab raced recklessly out in front of a bus. 
This amused my companion. He looked 
at me fondly. “You’re a real square, 
aincha?” he asked. 

“What’s a square?” I wanted to know, 
but before he could answer, the cab had 
pulled up in front of a terrifyingly large, 
but reassuringly solid-looking building. 

My companion looked at the meter, then 
at me. 

“Give the man fifty cents,” he com- 
manded, then opened the door, got out and 
waited. 

I opened my purse, took out the roll of 
bills and peeled off a dollar. I gave the 
dollar to the driver who had slammed my 
suitcase on the sidewalk ungraciously. 
Some impish impulse told me that here 
was a chance to show the soldier I was not 
as silly or unsophisticated as he thought. 

“Keep the change,” I told the driver 
airily. The latter looked at me with a 
new admiration, walked around the cab, 
got in and drove off without a word of 
thanks. I looked at the soldier trium- 
phantly. Grinning broadly, he shook his 
head. 

“Put your money back in your pocket- 
book,” he ordered. “‘And don’t ever show 
that much money if you want to keep it. 
You got a lot to learn.” 

He had an infuriating manner of mak- 
ing me feel crushed and inferior, but I 
obeyed him. I was beginning to feel sort of 
foolish, standing out there on the sidewalk 
with him. 

“Do I go inside here?” I hinted. 

“Yeah,” he said. “But before you go, 
why you gonna stay at a Y? Why not a 
60 


hotel? Nice-looking chick like you won’t 
have no fun at a Y. That’s for squares.” 

I tried to feel insulted at the scorn in his 
voice, but I was too flustered because he 
had called me nice-looking. He wasn’t so 
bad, himself. 

“T just want to stay here,” I said, lean- 
ing down to pick up my suitcase. “You 
were awful nice to help me find this 
place,” I added as I turned to leave him. 

“Yeah,” he came back. “Not so nice 
that you want to know my name—or tell 
me yours.” 

I put the suitcase down. 

“I’m _ sorry,” I said. 
Clark.” 

“Glad to know you, honey,” the GI said. 
“I’m Claude Stewart. How long you gon- 
na be in town?” 

“Oh, I’m going to live here,” I an- 
nounced importantly. then added, “You’re 
the first friend I’ve made.” 

Claude looked me over in his intent way. 

“You know, you’re going to be kinda 
lonely in this big city. Why not let me 
show you the sights some evening—maybe 
even this evening,” he said. 

I hesitated, some intuitive sense of warn- 
ing disturbing me. 

“Oh, I don’t know,” I hedged. 
think about it.” 

His chin went up and a frown creased 
his forehead. 

“Of course, if you think I’m not good 
enough to go out with . . .” he began. 

I thought he looked awful cute just 
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then. I also thought his feelings were 
hurt. After all, he had been so kind. 


“Tl go out with you tonight, Claude,” 
I promised softly. 

The grin came back to his face. 

“Call for you at eight.” he told me and 
swung off down the street. I watched his 
trim, jaunty figure for a second, returned 
the careless wave he turned to give me, 
then I went into the YWCA. 

After registering and paying a week’s 
rent, I had a light meal, cool shower and 
a long refreshing sleep. But before I 
closed my eyes. I lay, looking at the ceil- 
ing, feeling luxuriously proud. I had a 
friend in the big city. 


just TO PROVE how really tired I 

must have been, I didn’t awake until 
my room phone jangled insistently and the 
girl on the desk announced that I had 
company downstairs—a Mr. Claude Stew- 
art. 

“Tell him Ill be right down,” I said 
happily. 

I dressed carefully. thinking proudly 
that my first night in New York, I was 
going to see Harlem—the city of my 
dreams—and, with a fellow who would 
have excited the envy of the girls I knew 
back home. As I walked into the lounge 
to meet Claude, he looked up from a maga- 
zine he was reading idly. He stuck out 
his lower lip in approval as he took in 
my simple, neat appearance. 

“Not bad,” he complimented me, rising 
lazily. Then, as though it had suddenly 





occurred to him, he asked: “You didn’t 
leave that bankroll in your room. did 
you?” 

“No.” I said wonderingly, “But why?” 

“Oh, nothing.” he answered lightly. “It’s 
just that it’s best to carry it with you, 
This is a bad town to be leaving money 
around.” 

I thought to myself. he sounds as though 
he thinks I had a million dollars to lure 
thieves. Really I had only about fifty 
dollars left to my name—after the bus 
ticket and paying rent for a week. 

That night was an adventure into a 
fairyland. We rode high on the top of a 
Fifth Avenue bus and the warmth and 
glow of Harlem enchanted me_ no less 
than Claude’s flow of explanations. He 
pointed out this spot and that, revealing to 
me the mysteries of my new home. We 
rode downtown to the coolness of Central 
Park, then back again, just in time to get 
to the last show at the Apollo Theatre 
where Buddy Johnson and his band were 
giving forth with music and Arthur Pry- 
sock was pouring out his soul in song. | 
went into hysterics at Pigmeat’s antics and 
watched with awe as a smooth dance team 
tapped out sophisticated rhythm. I was 
living in a happy dream and Claude’s 
hand and mine found each other. 

“Let’s stop in Wells for a bite, then go 
dig what’s happening at Smalls,” Claude 
suggested. 

I started to protest that it was late. but 
I remembered that this was Harlem. 
Claude had explained to me what a square 
was and I didn’t want to be one in his eyes 
any more. So I agreed. At Wells Claude 
ordered delicious’ waffles and chicken. 
When we were halfway through with the 
meal, he suddenly explained: “Gosh, 
baby—” There was a look of consternation 
on his face. 

“What’s wrong?” I asked in alarm. 

“Know what I’ve done? I changed the 
shirt to this uniform and left all my money 
home except that couple bucks we already 
spent.” 

“Is that all?” I asked, proud that | 
could make light of so small a calamity. 
“I’ve got money.” 

“Well, let me have ten or fifteen dollars 
‘til tomorrow,” Claude asked. I had a 
fleeting thought that he had asked a bit 
too quickly—that he had made it sound 
too casual, but I was instantly ashamed 
of my unworthy suspicion. After all, 
everyone in New York couldn’t be a slick- 
ster. | opened my purse and gave him two 
ten dollar bills. With a bit of a sinking 
feeling, I realized that was almost half of 
all the money I had to my name—but then, 
I reflected, it was only a loan. 

We were off to Smalls Paradise next— 
the fabulous Smalls which, even in our 
small Virginia community, we had heard 
of. Gosh, if the kids back home could 
see me now, I thought as the waiter took 
us to a ringside table. 

“What you drinkin’?” 
manded. R 

“T’ll have some wine,” I declared. 
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He shot me a searching look. 

“Two Scotches and soda,” he told the 
waiter. 

I gulped. I had never tasted alcohol in 
my life. Several times, back home, at par- 
ties, my friends had tried to get me to 
drink, but I had always nursed a secret 
dislike for liquor. It had something to do 
with my father and the terror he became 
because of the stuff. But I didn’t want to 
be a square, so I accepted the amber- 
colored drink in the tall glass without 
protest. 

When the show was over and couples 
whirling on the dance floor, Claude and I 
entered into that strange intimacy which 
two people can capture in a crowded night 
club. He told me that he had been in the 
service for a year, that he was expecting 
to be shipped to Korea any week now, that 
he had two weeks of his furlough left. I 
told him something of my home town, leav- 
ing out all the unattractive part of my life 
at home, the quarrels of my parents, the 
fact that I had sneaked away from home. 
Claude kept ordering drinks for himself, 
protesting when I refused to make any 
more than the slowest possible progress 
with my first drink. 

“You're still a square,” he pronounced 
finally. 

It -was three o’clock in the morning 
when we left Smalls. In the cab Claude 
tried to kiss me. I held him off. 

“Please don’t spoil everything,” I said. 

He was immediately insulted, withdrew 
to the other side of the seat. 

“T’ve been calling you a square for fun, 
baby,” he said. “But now I mean it.” 

I wanted to kiss him, but I was afraid 
he would think me common and cheap. 
I preferred to have him think me a square. 
I decided inwardly that the next time I 
saw him I would let him kiss me. 

The next time I saw Claude was a long 
time coming. He told me good night in 
front of the Y, promised to phone me the 
next day. The next day and the next, I 
waited with growing disappointment and 
alarm. I was disappointed because I had 
enjoyed his company—alarmed because 
I began to realize that I had been a fool. 
Thad let Claude talk me into parting with 
my money. I realized that he had just 
taken advantage of me—didn’t intend to 
pay me back—that the story about his for- 
getting his own money had been a lie. I 
was beginning to be terribly afraid of 
being stranded in New York, broke and 
jobless. I had registered with the Y’s 
employment service, giving my qualifica- 
tions as a clerk. The end of the first week 
arrived and, although I had applied at 
office after office in Harlem and even an- 
swered a number of ads for offices in 
downtown Manhattan, nothing had turned 
up. It was with a great fear in my heart 
that I parted with a second week’s rent 
from my now pitifully-small funds. I be- 
gan eating very scanty meals—toast and 
coffee at Chock Full of Nuts, a sandwich 
and milk for lunch and a supper just big 
enough to keep me going. Added to this 
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was the misery of having nothing to do in 
the hours after heart-breaking job-seeking 
excursions. When I was down to my last 
dollar bill—with rent day staring me in the 
face in a matter of 48 hours, I met Anne. 

I suppose I could blame Anne for the 
change which took place in me. Most 
people like to have a scapegoat to pin 
their sins on, but if I hadn’t been so weak- 
willed, things wouldn’t have happened as 
they did, Anne or no Anne. I had noticed 
her before—a sophisticated girl whose 
clothes were the latest and who had that 
quality which sometimes outshines beauty 
I had noticed how popular she 
was with men. She had three or four 
different favorites who came to call for 
her, all smooth, all well-dressed, owners of 
expensive cars and obviously mad about 
her. Anne and I struck up an acquain- 
tance one evening as I sat moodily in the 
Y lounge. She came over to me and began 


—style. 


the conversation. 

“Pardon me for being so bold.” Anne 
apologized, “But, honestly, things can’t be 
that bad. You look like the last rose of 
summer.” She smiled winningly. “Now, 
tell me to mind my business,” she 
added. 

I was so down in the dumps that I was 
grateful for someone to just talk with, but 
it wasn’t my nature to tell my woes to a 
stranger. so I replied: “Oh, it’s nothing, 
Just feeling a little tired, I sup- 


own 


really. 
pose.” 

Anne laughed merrily. “Tired?” she 
scoffed. “Of what? You don’t work. I’ve 
noticed you in the employment office. day 
after day. What’s the trouble, kid? Down 
on your luck? I’m not gonna bite you. 
You can talk to me.” 

Her kind words brought down on me all 
the grief which was stored up inside. I’m 
afraid a few tears welled into my eyes. 
Anyhow, under the balm of her comfort- 
ing words, I told Anne the whole story. 
I held nothing back in the telling. I even 
confessed to the terrible thing I'd done, 
coming to New York and getting picked 
up and played for a square by a smooth- 
talking soldier. 

Anne listened sympathetically. When I 
had finished, she told me: “Is that all. kid. 
The first thing you need is a good drink, 
then a good meal, then a job. And after 
that, you need to meet some people who 
will show you a good time. Leave all of 
that to me.” 

Anne was like an angel to me. She took 
me to a noisy little bar on Seventh Avenue, 
bought me two Southern Comforts, then 
ordered some of the best fried chicken I’ve 
ever tasted. While we ate, she told me: 
“T work in a factory downtown—making 
radio parts. It’s no white-collar job, but 
you can count on forty-five clear. What’s 
more I can get you in. The supervisor’s 
looking for girls. Told us to be on the alert 
for people. You can come down with me 
tomorrow.” 


T WAS too good to be true, but it was 


true. I went to work with Anne the 


next day and was hired in the same sec- 
tion where’ she was employed. She even 
staked me to a loan to pay my rent and 
buy food for a week. Then I fell in with 
Anne’s crowd. Most of them were play- 
boys with questionable occupations, some 
were mixed up in the numbers business. 
I learned how to stay out practically all 
night on weekends. I learned how to drink 
and enjoy it. I found a satisfying popular- 
ity among the men in the crowd but, some- 
how, I- couldn’t let myself go all the way 
as Anne and most of the other girls did. 
I don’t know whether it was the religious 
training Mother had somehow instilled in 
all of her children, despite the sordid 
home life we had lived in Virginia—or 
whether it was because every once in a 
while I thought about Claude and hoped 
his seeming rottenness had been all a 
mistake and that he would come _ back 
to me. 

Whatever it was, although I earned the 
name of a good-time girl—like the rest of 
the crowd—I also got the reputation for 
being able to hold out at the crucial mo- 
ments. This only increased the liking sev- 
eral of the men in the crowd had for me. 
A man is intrigued by what he cannot 


conquer. Anne told me I was missing 
good times but this only served to 


strengthen my determination, for some- 
thing deep within me rejected Anne’s phi- 
losophy. 

I was amazed one day when Anne told 
me her true story. She was living a double 
life. She was married to an army sergeant 
who believed she was being true to him. 


He was sending back from Korea a 
healthy allotment. She showed me her 


bankbook in which she had carefully de- 
posited all the money he sent her. Anne 
admitted that she didn’t care for her hus- 
band—was just playing him for a fool. 
When he came back, she was going to 
leave town to go to the Coast and join the 
man she really loved. I wondered how she 
could love someone and live the life she 
was living. 

“Money, darling, is just about the only 
thing that counts,” she said. 

That statement stuck in my memory for, 
somehow, I had gained more and more of 
a healthy respect for the power of money. 
Thinking back to the desperate fix Mother 
and my father were in because they were 
poor ... and remembering the desperate 
fix I was in when I was nearly stranded 
in this big city—all these reflections had 
made me decide that some day I would 
be able to thumb my fingers at the world 
because I had money. 

Six months after Claude had betrayed 
me, I was a different person completely. 
I sized up men before I made dates with 
them. I didn’t bother with the poor, sin- 
cere men. My companions were those who 
“had something.” I saved every penny I 
could and, with growing satisfaction, 
watched the figures in my bankbook in- 
crease. I dreamed that one day someone 
would come along who had both money 
and the power to arouse that unmistakable 














feeling of love within me. But, in order 
to meet that man, I would have to have 
clothes, a car and the air of financial inde- 
pendence which would convince him it 
wasn’t money I was after, but love. In 
Harlem, you called that “putting up a 
front.” I didn’t want any of the men in 
Anne’s crowd. Most of them were “jiving” 
their way through. They had money to 
throw around in night spots. good clothes 
and automobiles, but not a solid founda- 
tion. I wanted someone who was so set 
that I would never again have to worry 
about being broke or hungry. 

Just when I had reached the height of 
determination in this ambition, a miracle 
happened. I heard from Claude. I came 
in from work one night, stopped at the 
desk and received the long, white envel- 
ope. The upper right hand corner read 
“Corporal Claude Stewart, Camp Oakland, 
California.” I stared at the envelope, 
walked slowly to the elevator and went 
upstairs to my room. What could Claude 
possibly have to say to me after the way 
he had acted? I slit open the envelope. 
A blue slip fluttered to the floor as I un- 
folded the letter. I picked it up wonder- 
ingly. It was a money order, payable to 
me—for fifty dollars. 

“Dear Square,” the letter read, “You'll 
be amazed to hear from me. I guess you 
think I am no good—and I guess you’re 
right. When I first saw you standing on 
the subway station and found out that you 
were new and alone in New York, I de- 
cided that you were a real square. Then, 
when you flashed that roll in the cab, I 
decided to take you for a little ride. I did 
and I should have been happy about it 
because you were so easy to fool. But I 
came back to camp and I couldn’t get you 
off my mind. I’ve lain awake nights 
wondering how you were making out and 
whether or not the money I fooled you out 
of was money you needed for your ex- 
penses in New York. Finally, it almost 
drove me crazy—and I decided that I had 
to make it up to you. 

“I’ve always kept the slip of paper I put 
your name on and today when we got paid, 
I decided to send you your money back— 
double. I hope you really don’t need it— 
that you’re getting along all right. But I 
hope you'll understand that the money 
isn’t as important as the fact that you 
made me ashamed. I’ve done things like 
this before. It’s supposed to be smart and 
hipped to do them. But I’m tired of being 
hipped and I sort of like the kind of 
square you are. It made me think when 
you wouldn’t drink much or when you 
wouldn’t kiss me. I decided that you were 

rare kind of girl—the kind that would 
make a good sweetheart. Besides, when I 
called you nice-looking, that wasn’t the 
half. As I see you, constantly in my 
dreams, you're real pretty. I hope someone 
else hasn’t moved in. I’m getting a fur- 
lough just before we ship. Ill be in New 
York next week and I hope you'll give me 
a chance to prove that I can be a decent 
gzuy—and that I’m crazy about you.” 
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I thought for a long time after I read 
the letter. But, to tell the truth, I thought 
more about that fifty dollar money order 
than I did of Claude’s honest and decent 
action. I thought of what a nice addition 
the money would make toward my bank 
account—how it would carry me just a 
little further along in my ambition—to 
pile up a nest-egg. I wasn’t going to see 
Claude, I decided. He fitted into the 
category of men who “had nothing.” I 


realized then that all the times I had 
thought of Claude since he went away 


were really a result of hurt pride because 
he had fooled me. I didn’t really care 
for him at all. I had made up my mind 
the kind of man I wanted. 

That night I told Anne about it and 
showed her the money order and letter. 

“That’s a good deal,” she told me slow- 
ly, thoughtfully. 

“Yup.” I answered. 
that money.” 

Anne looked at me scornfully, and re- 
plied: “Don’t miss the forest for the trees, 
sugar. There’s plenty more where that 
money came from. This character acts 
like he’s mad about you. Maybe you can 
make him your meal ticket for a long 
time.” 

“I'm not going to see him, Anne,” I 
answered stubbornly. 

She looked at me in disbelief. 

“Don’t you know when you've got a 
good thing?” she asked harshly. “Play 
this fool for all he’s worth. He’s worth a 
monthly allotment if you marry him.” 

I was shocked. 

“Marry him?” I repeated. “But I don’t 
love him.” 

Anne laughed heartily. 

“Who said anything about love, stupid. 
Just think about this. He can send you 
an allotment every month and if he gets 
knocked off in Korea. that’s ten thousand 
dollars insurance, sweetheart. Ten thou- 


“It is, I can use 


sand dollars. Can you use that much 
money?” 
“IT wouldn’t think of doing such a 


thing,” I retorted angrily. I got up and 
left Anne’s room. Her mocking laughter 
followed me down the corridor. 

I had a date that night. but I called 
the desk and told the girl to say I wasn’t 
in. I wanted to think. Anne’s tiny seed 
of poison had taken root. Why shouldn’t 
I marry Claude if I could hook him? 
Then I could build up a bank account like 
Anne’s. Besides, hadn’t he taken advan- 
take of me when I was a little fool, unwise 
to the ways of the world? I wrote Claude 
a sweet, forgiving letter. I told him that 
I had yearned to see him, that I hadn’t 
believed he had tricked me deliberately, 
but that, now that I knew the truth, of 
course I forgave him. I told him I couldn’t 
wait until he came to see me. I went 
downstairs and mailed the letter airmail 
special delivery. That letter was an in- 
vestment in security. 


HINGS WORKED according to plan. 


Claude came home the following week. 





He was a new Claude—a sweet Claude 
so sweet that every once in a while, pang 
of conscious assailed me. But, I had on 
goal, one ambition—to make him pop th 
vital question. We balled together in nigh; 
clubs and downtown theatres. I remainej 
careful to hide the efficiency I had a 
tained in drinking—in being sophisticaie, 
I remained the “square” he had called m 
I protested when he spent money. I wa 
the sweet, innocent thing who had _ loved 
him, been hurt, but forgave and forgot 
I gave him just enough love to excite hi 
desire. 

It worked. A week before Claude wa: 
to go back to camp, he asked me— 
top of a Fifth Avenue bus—to marry him, 
I acted as though that was all I had beer 
waiting for all my life. I pretended t 
share his happiness and it wasn’t all pre. 
tense for I was savoring the sweet revenge 
of hooking a sucker—a slick New Yorker 
who had taken advantage of me and who 
was going to pay for it, the hard way. 

We were married four days later in a 
little walk-up apartment operated by a 
jack-leg preacher who handed out adver. 
tisements outside of the City Hall license 
bureau. I gave myself up to the duties of 
a sweet, young bride, getting out of it 
some faint pleasure but thinking all the 
while that I had trapped an unsuspecting 
victim. For the few remaining days of his 
leave. Claude was so intensely happy that 
sometimes, I wondered if it wouldn’t be 
better to be on the level about the whole 
affair—to be his own true wife. But al- 
ways the memories returned—memories of 
my ambition in life. I breathed a sigh of 
relief when I had simulated the dramatics 
of grief and heartbreak as his train pulled 
out of Penn Station and I waved goodbye. 

But my happiest moment came_ two 
months later when his allotment check 
arrived. I carefully deposited it in the 
bank and carefully and regularly wrote 
him sweet letters, telling him how much 
I loved and missed him. All the while, 
I was balling with Anne and the rest of 
our crowd. Anne approved of me one 
hundred per cent now. She said I had 
awakened to the facts of life. The parties 
jumped, the liquor shimmered in frosty 
glasses, the Cadillac doors opened for me 
and I had a wonderful time. And every 
month the allotment checks came. In addi- 
tion, I was still saving all I could of my 
salary, working overtime and building that 
important bank account. Time can go fast 
when you’re accomplishing a purpose and 
a year went by with Claude none the 
wiser. 

Then, one day, the blow struck. I re 
ceived notice from the War Department. 
Claude had been seriously injured. He 
was being returned to the States. The 
showdown would come now. With perfec: 
ly calm wickedness, I entertained the 
thought of how much better it would have 
been if the War Department had notified 
me that my husband was dead. I would 
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have had ten thousand dollars and he 
wouldn’t have to face the disillusion of 
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knowing that I didn’t love him, that I had 
just married him to become an allotment 
She 


wife. I talked it over with Anne. 
shrugged her shoulders. 
“So what,” she said. “You’ve had a 


good deal of it so far. You don’t have to 
be bothered with him. If he’s hurt bad 
enough, he’ll stay in an Army hospital for 
God knows how long. Then you can still 
collect. When he gets cured, you straight- 
en him out to what’s happening.” 

Two months later, they brought Claude 
back home. He was in a hospital on 
Staten Island. I went to see him. I had to 
go to keep him thinking I was the faithful, 
loving wife. But I wasn’t prepared for the 
situation that confronted me. Claude had 
contracted gangrene in his right leg. It 
would have to be amputated, then he 
would be released. Part of the horror I 
simulated at learning this was real—but it 
wasn’t because of concern for him. It was 
just because I hated to see ugliness of any 
kind. Regularly. I went to the hospital, 
taking him books. candy, reading to him. 
Oh, I was the devoted wife—until the day 
before he was to have his operation. 

“It’s a hell of a life to ask you to 
share,” Claude said falteringly that day. 
“Of course, we won’t have to worry too 
much. I'll get one hundred per cent dis- 
ability. We can manage.” 

Suddenly. I decided to end the farce. 
I had to let him know now. 

I hesitated, but I knew I couldn’t live 
the kind of life which loyalty to Claude 
would call for. Reluctantly, against my 
will, I had been building up a feeling of 
deep sympathy for Claude, for his quiet 
courage in the face of suffering. but now I 
knew I must crush that feeling. So, I 
descended to the very depths to explain to 
Claude why this had to be the end for us. 
Now I know, sitting here, writing this 
confession of the most brutal cruelty of 
which a human can be guilty—I know that 
every word I spoke in the still hospital 
ward was like the point of a dagger twist- 
ing in Claude’s heart. 

“Tt won’t work, Claude,” I told him with 
deadly, calm deliberation. “It just won’t 
work. You and I have got to call it quits. 
I don’t love you.. I never did. It’s best 
that you know that now—better than if 
you found it out later. I married you to 
get even for the rotten trick you played 
on me. I told you I'd forgiven you, but 
I'll never forgive anyone who takes advan- 
tage of me or makes a fool out of me. 
This is the last time I'll ever see you. This 
is goodbye. I’m sorry it had to be like 
this—with your leg and everything—but 
that’s the way it is.” 

One reason I have to die is that I'll 
never be able to erase from my mind’s eye 
the memory of the horror in Claude’s eyes 
as he stared into mine. I'll never be able 
to wipe out the image of his face and the 
slow misery that spread across his fea- 
tures. Nor will I ever be able to stop the 
dull sound of his voice ringing as he 
answered me. 

“I understand, Sue,” Claude said. “I 
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understand. I asked for this. I had it 
coming. Goodbye, Sue.” 

Then he turned his face to the wall and 
I got up and walked out of the hospital 
as if in a daze. Why wasn’t I happy? 
I had rid myself of a burden. I was free 
to continue my quest for someone who 
could give me all the things I wanted. 
But there were Claude’s eyes, his voice 
and the growing, disturbing knowledge 
that I had done a horrible thing. 

I hardly slept that night. Accusing 
memories assailed me—memories of the 
sweet letter Claude had written me, asking 
my forgiveness and enclosing a fifty-dollar 
money order—memories of the happiness 
in his eyes when I had promised to marry 
him and lied to him that I loved him— 
memories of the bitter break in his voice 
that afternoon in the hospital when he had 
said: “I asked for it. I had it coming.” 

Somewhere between darkness and dawn, 
[ started up in my bed, staring into the 
blackness of the room. Within every hu- 
man being, however low, there is a small 
voice of conscience, a sense of justice 
which will not allow him to get away with 
dishonesty to himself. Sitting there in the 
still, black room, I faced myself. I heard 
that small voice of conscience, I listened 
to my self-condemnation and I knew that 
the goals of financial independence I had 
set up for myself would never bring me 
happiness—not if I went after them by 
stepping across the hearts of others, by 
shattering the lives of people who got in 
my way. I made a resolve. Tomorrow I 
would go back to the hospital and beg 
Claude’s forgiveness. 

lomorrow came but tomorrow was too 
late. For, early the next morning, the 
hospital notified me that Claude was dead. 
Somehow he had gotten near a window 
and fallen to his death twelve stories 
below. The hospital authorities were try- 
ing to decide how it had happened. They 
were trying to find out whether he had 
fallen or whether he had jumped to his 
death. They were very sympathetic to me 

his widow. They told me _ everything 
would be done to determine whether I was 
eligible for his insurance. 

| hardly heard anything they said. In 
my own heart I knew what had happened. 
I knew that Claude had taken his life— 
that I had murdered my husband without 
laying a hand on his body. 

I walked out of the little room in which 
the hospital authorities had talked with 
me so kindly and gently. I went home to 
my room in the YWCA. I didn’t see or 
hear any of the sights or sounds of life 
and living people around and about me. 
I had but one thought—one purpose—to 
reach this room—to be by myself—to sit 
down and write these words and then— 





to die. 

It is the only thing left to do. Whether 
you agree or not, it will be too late when 
you read this. For you will be reading 
the final words—the final thoughts of a 
worthless person who no longer exists. 


THE END 





My 
Heart 
Went 


Dancing 





(Continued from Page 27) 
ness of the wings, across the hard, spot- 
lighted stage. walked it seemed miles in- 
stead of just a few steps. to reach the side 
of the master of ceremonies. 

We gave scared answers to the joshing 
remarks of Willie Bryant, kissed the “Tree 
of Hope” at his command, and went into 
our routine as the orchestra began the 
waltz number. 

In spite of our fear, Honey and | began 
dancing our very best but my mind wasn’t 
on what we were doing. We had rehearsed 
so often and our dancing was so mutual 
a thing that it was going perfectly. But 
some sixth sense, deep down inside of my 
consciousness, told me that it wasn’t good 
enough—that we weren't reaching across 
the spotlights and finding our audience. | 
made a sudden decision. I don’t know 
where the inspiration came from or how, 
but, after the first few steps we had taken, 
I made a quick, jerky motion and came up 
short right at the microphone. Just before 
I began to speak I saw a look of utter 
puzzlement on Honey’s face. The music 
softened as I said: 

“Ladies and gentlemen, a change of 
pace. Mambo.” 

I could almost feel the startled reaction 
of the audience. I whirled excitedly to 
look into Honey’s eyes. For a second we 
both glanced at the orchestra leader. If 
looks could have killed, the look on the 
latter’s face would have been fatal to us, 
but he stomped his right foot four times 
and the  orchestra—God bless *em— 
crashed into an exhilarating swirl of 
mambo music. Honey shot me a quick 
glance of faith and appreciation. We had 
rehearsed this mambo number. only three 
or four times together and it had been 
plenty rough, but this was it. It was now 
or never. 

With the first few ecstatic motions of the 
mambo routine. we captured that vast 
audience. We danced as we had _ never 
danced before and as we were to dance 
afterward only a few rare times. Added to 
the twisting rhythm of our bodies were 
the quick, proud tossings of our heads, the 
feverish light in our eyes and the flashing 
smiles which always convince an audience 
that the performer himself is having a 
wonderful time. By the time we got into 
the second chorus, we were really inspired 
and it seemed as though our gaiety had 
communicated itself, not only to the audi- 
ence but to the orchestra as well. It was 
mambo time, festival time on the stage of 
the 125th Street Apollo and the clapping 
hands and stomping feet beat out ap- 
proval, rocking the house from top balcony 
to front row in the orchestra. We finished 


with a triumphant climax. held hands 
bowed together and ran off stage, pursued 
by cascading, thundering applause. 
Breathless, we paused in the wings, unable 
to believe that the applause was still com. 
ing strong. Willie Bryant motioned to ys 
to come back to the microphone and there 
he tried to congratulate us. But the audi. 
ence, hectic with excitement, refused to let 
him talk. 

“More, more,” they screamed hoarsely, 

We did an encore, confidence now added 
to our determination and the audience 
loved it. 

“Give “em a week,” came the second 
balcony cry and the audience took up the 
chant from the top of the house to the 
bottom. 


(THE EVENTS of the next few days 

seemed like something out of a fairy 
tale. Mr. Schiffman, the managing direc. 
tor of the Apollo, and Willie Bryant talked 
with us after the show was over. They 
were amazed at the fact that we were so 
young and such a perfect team. We were 
thrilled to Jearn that Mr. Schiffman 
wanted us to come into the Apollo as a 
fill-in a week later as part of a revue head- 
lined by one of America’s most celebrated 
bands. We walked back to the hotel as if 
we were treading clouds. 

Then an awful realization came to me. 
Here we were in New York with barely 
enough money to eat meals for two or 
three more days. We had been sensible 
enough to invest in round-trip tickets. We 
held a conference over coffee and buns in 
an all-night cafeteria and decided we would 
have to call our folks at home and tell them 
that we had come across our big chance 
and needed money. Honey’s father was a 
very strict churchman and we knew that he 
would never become reconciled to his son 
getting serious about show business, so we 
agreed to phone my family collect and see 
what could be done. 

To my amazement, Mom’s voice came 
over the phone, relieved and happy. 
lieved because the families had been wor- 
rying about us—and happy because, just 
by chance, they had heard the broadcast. 
Well, it was a little more than chance be- 
cause a girl friend of mine had come by 
the house. She knew what my plans were 
and she had slyly convinced them that they 
ought to tune in. In their excitement over 
our success, my family had forgiven me 
and when they had telephoned Honey’s 
folks to tell them the good news, Honey's 
dad hadn’t even raised the roof, which was 
something from him. 

Mom was impressed when I told her the 
salary we would make (it seemed a _per- 
fectly fabulous amount to us) and pointed 
out that we’d like to watch the shows and 
pick up tricks of the trade, as well as get 
in some rehearsals in a real, well-equipped 
studio. She promised to get Dad to wire 
us some money. We were really set. 

That night, we sat for two hours in a 
little coffee shop, making excited plans. 
We were so occupied with our dreams of a 
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fature on the stage that the time just 
dipped away. I looked at my watch and 
gasped to discover it was three o'clock. 
“Gosh, Honey.” I said, “We'd better be 
getting back to the hotel. If we sit up all 
night like this dreaming, we'll never be in 
shape to even get started, much less be- 
come stars.” 
Honey gave 
His face was very grave. 


me a long, searching look. 


“You know, darling,” he replied. “We 
haven't said one word about our other 
plans.” 


“What other plans?” I asked sleepily. 
[had no idea what was in the back of his 
mind. 

“Well,” he explained a little 
“We’re supposed to become partners—not 
only on the stage—for life too.’ 

I laughed tenderly. 

“Oh, you silly darling. Don’t tell me 


shyly, 


youre going to go romantic on me at 
three o’clock in the morning. You know 
very well we’ve got a long way to go 


before we can even think of anything like 
marriage.” 

Honey looked a little defeated. He said 
bitterly. “We could talk about it. It 
doesn’t cost anything to talk—instead of 
talking about show business all the time.” 


“We'll talk, darling,” I reassured him 
gaily: But that night, sleepy though I was, 


I lay awake for quite a while wondering 
if Honey’s romantic ideas were going to 
interfere with our success as a team. Not 
that I didn’t feel very tender toward him, 
but, after all, I hated the idea of counting 
chickens before they were hatched. And 
what could you do if you were a young, 
struggling couple, on your way up, but 
faced with the double problems of making 
it in the theater and trying to face domes- 
tic problems too. No sir, I told myself, 
there’s not going to be too much romance 
until we can reinforce it finance. 
New York itself fairly screamed the motto 
that without money you were lost. 

Through the kindness of Willie Bryant, 
we had been lucky enough to find a studio 
on 116th Street which we could use free 
afternoons and we went to work in earnest, 
working out new routines, polishing up old 
techniques—concentrating on the frantic 
mambo routine which had won us first 
prize at the Apollo. We wanted to be good 
when we took the show down in rehearsal 
with the band. 

It was amazing how much at home we 
were at the Apollo. There was so much 
difference, too, in knowing that you didn’t 
face the chance of being “shot” by Pig- 
meat. Maybe you think that makes you 
relax and give less work with less effort. 
On the contrary, you want to earn that 
precious pay, more important to an artist 
than money, the affection and applause 
of your audience. The Apollo crowds were 
wonderful to us. Honey and I, after the 
stiffness of the first day, responded to the 
applause like a flower turns toward the 
sun. The more the crowds liked us, the 
better we danced. The better we danced, 
the more curtain calls we got. We were 


with 


Schiffman beamed at 


“Nice kids.” 


Mr. 


us: 


show-stoppers. 


Willie told 


us. going, 
HEN DAN CLYDE came into the pic- 
ture. The afternoon before our closing, 
I went into my dressing room to find the 
most exquisite bunch of long- 

American Beauty Roses I had 
seen. How sweet and extravagant of 
I thought, as I plucked the small 


largest, 
stemmed 
ever 
Honey, 


white card out of the envelope. But, to my 
amazement, the flowers weren't from 
Honey. The card said: “From an admirer 


—Dan Clyde—who’d like you to meet a 
newspaper columnist who admires you too. 
How about tomorrow noon in your dress- 


room?” 


ing 

I made inquiries among some of the 
people backstage. 

“Dan Clyde.” murmured one of the 


chorus girls with real respect and envy. 
“Uumh, honey, one of the sharpest in town 
—and got plenty of money and influence. 
You’re crazy if you don’t see him.” 

I was excited and couldn’t wait to tell 
I never expected him to take 
He was sullen about it. 
We're doing 


Honey. 
the way he did. 
“What do we need him for. 
okay,” he protested. 
“But sweetheart.” 
money 


I remonstrated, “This 
character has and newspaper 
friends and what better opportunity for us 
than that. I think it’s wonderful luck that 
he’s interested.” 

“Yeah.” Honey said darkly, 
what he’s interested in.” 

“You silly thing,” I told him. 
jealous.” 

The next day when Dan Clyde came to 
dressing room with newspaper 
friend, I knew that Honey had a right to 
be jealous. For Mr. Clyde was every inch 
the sophisticated, smooth man of the world. 
He was dapper, handsome had the 
most beautifully polished manners. He 
had signed himself an admirer on his card 
and his eyes were pretty admiring as they 
rested on me and he said: 


“TI wonder 


“You're 


my his 


and 


“So gracious of you to see us. I'll have 
to know your last name so I can let Tom 
Acker meet you. He’s from Variety.” 

“It’s Helene Cross,” I said. My head was 
swimming, I was dazzled by Clyde’s air. 
He was so obviously class and money and 
—Variety. Why, everyone knew that was 
the Bible of show business and that if you 


were fortunate enough to get favorable 
notices in Variety, you were in. 
I shook hands with Acker, a young, 


agreeable ofay, and looked about desper- 
ately to see where I could seat my guests 


in the cramped little dressing room. Dan 
Clyde seemed to read my thoughts. He 
consulted his watch. 

“What time do you go on?” he de- 
manded. 

“I’ve got two hours,” I said. 


“Well, why don’t you and Tom and I 
step out for a bite and Tom can get some 
information on you for his column.” 

“Where’s your partner?” Tom wanted 
to know. 


“Tll go get him,” I said and wondered 
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if it was my imagination that sensed a 

slight, quick frown on Clyde’s face. 

Honey acted perfectly ridiculous about 
the whole thing. Said he didn’t feel like 
going out of the theater and for me to 
handle it by myself. I was pretty annoyed 
with him. Back in the dressing room, I 
made excuses for him, but neither Clyde 
nor Tom seemed to care that he wasn’t 
coming along. 

We drove off in Clyde’s long, sleek 
Cadillac and went to Smalls for lunch. 
I noted the way the waiters and bartenders 
treated Dan Clyde—as if he were visiting 
royalty. Acker was really interested in our 
background—Honey’s and mine—and let 
his food get cold as he jotted down notes 
as I answered his questions. I was nerv- 
ously conscious all the while that Dan 
Clyde was watching me, sizing me up. I 
was flattered by his interest. 

On the way back to the theater, Clyde 
dropped Acker off at a subway. Escorting 
me backstage, he said just before I went 
into my dressing room: “I like the way 
you handled yourself when Tom inter- 
viewed you. You know, Helene—you will 
call me Clyde, won’t you—I think you can 
go places. I’ve got some pretty good con- 
nections on the business end of the stage. 
Know all the important agents, the best 
publicity people. Why don’t you let me 
help you.” 

The warm pleasure I felt at his interest 
and the intimate tone in which he made 
the suggestion was overcome.a wee bit by 
a sudden feeling of distrust. 

“Why do you want to help us, Clyde?” 
I asked frankly. 

“I didn’t say ‘us,’ dear,” Clyde an- 
swered. “I said you and the answer is 
that—if you'll forgive me—I think you’re 
charming.” 

And before I knew what he was about 
to do, he had lifted my hand and kissed it 
gently. 

It was only fate that Honey had walked 
up behind him at that moment. 

Guiltily, I jerked my hand away from 
Dan Clyde’s. 

“Td like you to meet my _ partner— 
Honey King. This is Dan Clyde, Honey,” 
I said nervously. 

“Delighted,” Clyde said warmly, turn- 
ing to Honey, “I think you have a wonder- 
ful act.” 

Honey’s face was surly. 

“Glad to meet you,” he said stiffly. 

[hen Honey brushed past us and walked 
into my dressing room. 

I looked anxiously at Clyde to see what 
effect this rudeness would have on him. He 
acted as though nothing had happened. 
[| was divided between admiration for 
Dan’s sophisticated coolness in any situa- 
tion and a boiling rage at Honey’s child- 
ishness. If Honey and I were ever going 
to be a success in sophisticated show busi- 
he was going to have to grow up, 
| told myself determinedly. Perhaps it was 
my resolve to help Honey grow up that 
made me accept Clyde’s casual invitation 
to “see the town and talk a little business” 


ness, 


the following night after closing, even 
though I knew my_ sweetheart-partner 
would be furious. After all, I reasoned, 
in show business you had to have contacts. 
Dan Clyde was a valuable contact—and a 
charming one. 

With Dan gone, I went into my dressing 
room to find Honey sitting there, looking 
as though he were ready to burst. 

“Where does your fancy boy friend come 
off with that knights of old jive—kissing 
hands and stuff?” Honey sneered. 

My temper exploded. 

“You know what you are, Honey?” I 


raged. “You’re a_ small-time, narrow- 
minded dope who doesn’t know from 


beans. The knight of old you're so con- 
temptuous about only happens to be one 
of the biggest men in the city. He only 
happens to have friends who work for Va- 
riety and who have booking offices. And, 
baby. he can kiss my hand from now till 
next week as long as he’s interested in do- 
ing something for our act.” 

That was only the beginning. It’s amaz- 
ing the bitter things sweethearts can say 
to hurt each other in anger. Honey 
branded me cheap, mercenary and willing 
to do anything to get ahead. And just 
because he went so far, I agreed with him 
I knew that would wound him 
most. Our quarrel was so violent that 
other members of the show who were 
preparing to go on came to their dressing 
room doors to listen delightedly. When 
we got notice that we were on in a few 
minutes, Honey flung himself out of my 


because 


dressing room with a parting threat. 
“Keep it up. wise girl.” he shouted. 


“Keep it up and you'll find yourself look- 
ing for a new partner.” 

“That would suit me fine,” I screamed 
after him. “Just fine.” 

I was close to tears. Here we 
doing so well in New York and spoiling it 
all by a foolish quarrel. All day we were 
out of sorts with each other and, while the 
audience seemed to think we were as great 
as ever, both of us knew we weren’t doing 
our best. 

That night, after the last show, Honey 
stopped by for me and apologized. He was 
very sweet and penitent, told me he hadn’t 
meant the things he said—that he had 
been mean because he was jealous. I took 
some of the blame too, and everything was 
wonderful until I mentioned meekly that 
I had made a date with Dan Clyde for the 
next night. 

“Just business, of course,” I told Honey. 

He looked at me searchingly. 

“Okay, sweetheart,” he told me, but I 
knew it wasn’t okay. He was quiet and 
moody on the way back to the hotel, told 
me good night without kissing me. Oh 
well, I thought, Honey will have to learn 
better. I can’t be treating him like a 
spoiled child. 


were. 


I HAD thought Dan would take me to one 

of the swank downtown spots, but he 
had arranged the most marvelous surprise 
for me. Closing night was triumphant and, 





in my honor, Dan staged a party at his 
apartment in 409 Edgecombe Avenve, 
There was a mixed crowd there, obviously 
all people who were somebody, newspaper 
folk, columnists, agents and celebrities, | 
had all I could do to keep from collapsing 
when I heard the names of some of the 
people who were introduced to me. I had 
a marvellous time and was slightly giddy 
from a few cocktails too many when dawn 
was breaking and the last guest left. Dan’s 
Filipino houseboy switched on some soft 
lights and noiselessly cleared away a few 
things. then left us sitting together on q 
divan. 

Dan gazed at me fondly. 

“You were very popular tonight—and 
quite beautiful,” he said softly. I was 
luxuriously happy. We talked for a while, 
then Dan offered: “How about some break. 
fast?” 

“Your boy’s gone to bed isn’t he?” | 
objected. 

Dan laughed. 

“I’m not quite helpless,” he boasted, 
“I can do a mean trick in the kitchen 
myself. Why don’t you just curl up here 
and I'll whip up some ham and 
coffee and toast.” 

“Sounds real mad,” I agreed. 

Dan left me. went into the kitchen and 
I lay on the divan, thinking how different 
my life had become in a few short weeks, 
My mind went back to the triumph Honey 
and I had felt that night of the high school 
prom, back at home. I wondered what he 
was doing, whether he was worrying about 
me, ringing the desk to find out if I had 
come back to the hotel. I gazed around 
at the expensive furnishings in the apart- 
ment and thought of the dreary little room 
in which Honey was lying awake, thinking 
God knows what of me. All the tenderness 
I had felt for Honey for as long as I could 
remember came down upon me in those 
few minutes, and, when I couldn’t stand 
it any longer, I jumped up and went into 
the kitchen. 

Dan was putting the finishing touches 
on breakfast which gave off an interesting 
aroma. He looked up as I entered. 

Abruptly I said: “Dan, I want you to 
take me home.” 

A slight annoyance came over his face. 

“Ill darling?” he asked. I was thrilled 
and frightened at the word “darling” 
coming from him. I felt, with real panic, 
that I had to get away from him immedi- 
ately. I also wondered if I wanted to get 
away. I lied. 

“Yes, I’ve got a terrible headache and 
I'm so tired. Will you be awfully angry 
if I don’t have breakfast after all.” 

“Of course I will,” Dan said. “But you'll 
never know it.” He smiled his charming 
smile. “I'll take you home right now, 
Helene.” 

I think if Dan had tried to insist on my 
staying, had acted the way a country girl 
expects a city sophisticate to act after he’s 
given a party for her and they’re alone in 
his apartment in the early morning, I 
would have been able to get Dan Clyde 
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out of my system. But he was so sweet 
and attentive, getting my wraps, escorting 
me to his car, leaving the breakfast to get 
cold on the table. He didn’t even try to 
kiss me good night when we pulled up in 
front of the hotel. 

“T’ll call you later, sweet,” he promised. 
I went into the hotel, got my keys at the 
desk and was headed for the elevator when 
I stopped shori and drew a deep breath 
of surprise. Honey was sitting there in 
the lobby just as though he’d been there 
for hours. He was staring straight at me, 
not moving. I started over toward him but 
he got up from the leather settee slowly, 
walked right past me and out the hotel 
door. I stared after him foolishly, then 
fled into the elevator. ignoring the amused 
elevator operator. I went to my room, but 
not to sleep. 

I knew what Honey thought of me. With 
his small town, old-fashioned ideas, there 
was no doubt but that he believed now 
what he had accused me of in the heat of 
anger when we quarreled—that | would 
do anything, no matter how bad, to get 
ahead. I was torn between remorse at my 
selfishness in running off for a night-long 
session of fun and leaving him alone and 
resentment because his suspicions were so 
unjust. 

When I did go to sleep it was a sound 
sleep. In fact, I doubt if I would have 
even awakened at two o'clock that after- 
noon if it hadn’t been for Dan’s phone call. 


“How're you feeling. darling?” he 
asked. 
“A little heavy-headed.” I admitted 
frankly. 


“We'll settle that. I'm coming to get 
you for lunch. I’ve been in touch with a 
couple of the people who were at the 
party last night. Got good news.” 

“Wan, 1... I was preparing to tell 
him all about Honey and how terribly I 
had treated him. I was getting ready to 
beg off from the luncheon date which I 
knew would only increase the bad feeling 
between my partner and me when I made 
a quick decision. Why should I act guilty 
when I wasn’t? Why should I allow 
Honey’s jealous tempers to stand in the 
way of something big for both of us. I 
would keep the luncheon date with Dan 
and I’d explain to him just what was what 
between Honey and me. I'd play fair with 
both of them. I’d also play fair with 
myself. 

Dan and I had lunch at a cute little 
French restaurant in the sixties. His gay 
talk made me all but forget my problems. 
Just as I was getting ready to broach the 
subject of Honey and his jealousy, Dan 
told me something that almost knocked me 
for a loop. 

“Darling,” he said, “By now you can 
tell—even though all I’ve done is kiss your 
hand—that I’m pretty crazy about you. 
Only I’m the kind of guy who doesn’t 
believe you have a right to want to sew 
some one up unless you can do something 
to help that person. I can help you. I’ve 
been talking with a friend of mine who’s 


a wheel in one of the biggest agencies in 
the city. He caught your act at the Apollo 
and he agrees with me—that with a few 
changes you can make it to stardom.” 

I was excited. but the word “changes” 
seemed foreboding. 

“What changes, Dan?” I asked. 

He came right to the point. 

“The first thing you've got to change is 
your partner. That boy you're with—I 
don’t know what he means to you. Not 
much I hope. Anyway, he’s not sophisti- 
cated enough for the kind of thing you 
should be doing. With your looks, figure 
and talent. we feel we can make you a 
Better than bang- 
More money 


supper club sensation. 
ing around these theaters. 
too. Steadier work.” 

\ terrible suspicion hit me. It hurt me 
to have Dan call Honey unsophisticated. 
Maybe because I thought it was true. My 
sense of loyalty rebelled at the cool way he 
suggested that I dump Honey. Even if he 
was childish, he was sweet and we had 
come this far together. Furthermore, I 
was beginning to believe that Dan Clyde 
knew that Honey loved me. wanted to get 
rid of him. 

“I’m sorry.” I told Dan cooly. “I appre- 
ciate your interest, but Honey and I are 
a team and we're going to remain a team. 
If we can’t make it that way. we won't 
make it. In fact.” I added with cruel 
emphasis, “we’re more than a team. We’re 
sweethearts.” 

Dan was unruffled. He argued with me, 
almost pleaded, but I remained unshaken. 
The more he talked, the more convinced 
I was that it was just a clever trap. In 
the midst of one of Dan’s most persuasive 
declarations. I said firmly. “I don’t think 
we ought to discuss it any further. I’ve 
enjoyed lunch and I think I'd better get 
back to the hotel.” 

Dan bowed his head graciously, sum- 
moned the waiter and paid the check. We 
drove back uptown in front 
of the hotel Dan brought the car to a stop, 
turned to me with a nice smile and said: 
“No hard feelings, Helene. huh? You can’t 
blame a guy for trying. Maybe you don’t 
think I was sincere, but I was. If you ever 
change your mind .. .” 

He held out a little white card on which 
was printed his name, address, and tele- 


silence. In 


phone number. 

I melted at that. 
had been nice to me. 
out of line at all. 

“I’m sorry it’s this way. Dan.” I said 
softly. “Maybe I'll regret it. but I have 
to do what I think is right.” 

Regretfully, I watched him drive off. 

The desk clerk told me Honey was in 
his room. I went straight up on the eleva- 
tor and knocked. 

“Come in,” Honey said. 

I was shocked at the haggard look on 
Honey’s face. He turned his back toward 
me as I entered, stood looking out the 
window. I went over to him and tried to 
turn him to face me. He threw my arm 
off. Then he turned and began to talk. 


After all Dan Clyde 
He hadn't stepped 


He talked like a man insane. He was 
accusing me of everything vile and low. 
He told me how he had hooked for me 
after the last show, looked for me to tell me 
that we had an offer to play a string of 
four theater dates. how he had scarcely 
been able to believe that I had gone off 
with Dan Clyde. Only he didn’t call him 
Dan Clyde. He called Dan a lot of nasty, 
unbelievable things. 

I was speechless before his attack. First 
I was so hurt I wanted to crumple up. 
Then, slowly but surely, my hurt gave way 
to blazing anger. Listening to the lash of 
Honey’s tongue, seeing the fury in his 
eyes, I thought I knew that Dan Clyde had 
been right. Honey wasn’t for me. All he 
could do was to drag me down and down 
with his senseless jealousy. I’d be a pris- 
oner forever. I thought of the little white 
card I had put in my pocketbook—Dan’s 
card. I made my decision swiftly. Then I 
let Honey have it with all the bitterness 
I could summon. 


“Listen, baby. you're strictly small 
time.” I told him. “I’m getting off at this 
station. You can have the peanuts. Pea- 


nuts is all you'll ever have Honey. You're 
You're just a nasty, evil- 
have never left 


no entertainer. 
minded kid who should 
home. I don’t need you any more. I’ve got 
Dan Clyde. He’s going to give me my 
break and what’s more I might even end 
up marrying him. He’s a real man.” 

Honey looked at me long and intently. 
For a minute I was afraid of what he 
might do. The look in his eyes seemed 
almost like that of a madman. Then he 
gave me the most horrible smile, a sad, 
twisted smile, as he walked toward the 
door of his room. 

“Okay. baby.” he said. “Okay.” 

Then Honey walked right out of my life. 
Desperate with fear, loneliness and the 
violent reaction of all that had happened 
in a few hours, I sat right down in a chair 
and asked the hotel operator for Dan’s 
number. I was so relieved when his strong 
voice answered. 

“Dan.” I begged shakily, “I’ve reconsid- 
ered. I'm wrong. Come and get me, Dan. 
Come right away.” 


AN CLYDE was as good as his word. 
I saw a perfectly magic process un- 
fold before my eyes. I was swept along an 
assembly line of beauticians, manicurists, 
expensive dance coaches, dressmakers, 
publicity men, personal representatives. 
I was coached, advised, glamorized and re- 
oriented, given new and more sophisticated 
routines. One of the smoothest young 
dance starlets in the business became my 
partner. My name went up in lights in 
the correct clubs in Canada, New York 
and Chicago. At first I was entranced by 
what power and connections would do— 
until I realized that it was all power and 
connections and nothing more, no fault of 
mine, no ability of mine. 
During my first few engagements, I was 
blinded by the snooty atmosphere, the ex- 
clusive air which characterized the clubs 
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I was playing. But soon I began to listen 
to the music in my own feet. It wasn’t 
real. It wasn’t exciting or alive, nothing 
like it had been dancing our hearts out, 
two happy kids with our eyes filled with 
stars. Next, I began to pay closer atten- 
tion to the reaction of the patrons of the 
clubs. Their manner was close to boredom, 
their applause was nothing but polite ac- 
knowledgment. At first, I tried to place 
the blame on my new partner but I knew 
that, in the type of act we were doing, he 
was tops. I reassured myself. I listened 
to the kind praises of Dan and his little 
croup of friends and associates. I told 
myself that night club audiences and thea- 
ter crowds were different types. Surely, 
the night club folk appreciated our act, 
but they were just more worldly. about it, 
didn’t go overboard. 

My fears were lulled by Dan’s attitude 
toward me. He handled me like rare 
china, showed his devotion with gifts, flow- 
ers and jewelry which he showered upon 
me at my openings. He gave a great deal 
of time to help me with my personal 
affairs. I should have been happy. But I 
wasn’t. 

One day, nine months after I had begun 
with the new act, I faced myself in my 
mirror and looked at myself and the facts 
squarely. I had noticed the strange, cold 
attitude of my partner. I had noticed that 
at no spot where we appeared had we 
been held over or even invited to extend 
an engagement. There had been no hearty, 
warm reviews in any of the columns or 
trade papers, only the publicity puffs and 
tunt paragraphs which had been planted 
by smart press agents. 

[ went to Dan and told him what was 
bothering me. He comforted me. 

“Don’t be impatient, dear,” he said. “It 
takes a little time to catch on. Why 
worry? You're working steadily, aren’t 
v yu.” 

I had been working steadily, but soon I 
began to observe the worry which creased 
Dan’s forehead. At the same time, I found 

were having longer and longer layoffs 
n between bookings and that the calibre 
of club we were playing was going down, 
down. The salaries we were commanding 
were dropping, slowly but surely drop- 

Show business is peculiar. Mediocre 

ts, acts which don’t pull can be kept in 
ome sort of spotlight for a long time if 

ire in the know. Dan Clyde was in the 
know. For two full years he kept us work- 


ing, on and off, even though we weren’t 
in public demand. I found out just how 
much of a flop we were when I happened 
to overhear a bitter complaint my partner 
was making to a friend one early morning 
after we had appeared at a little club in 
Canada. I had felt particularly unhappy 
that evening and rushed off, by myself to 
the rear booth of a restaurant where most 
of the show people in the vicinity had 
early morning coffee or ham and eggs. 

My partner and his friend came in, sat 
in a booth near me without noticing my 
presence. I heard my partner tell his 
friend that he was sick and tired of throw- 
ing away his career by working with me, 
that he was being forced to do it by the 
agency which had him all tied up under 
contract; that, as a team, we were at the 
very bottom of the ladder in show busi- 
ness—that is, in the books of business- 
wise agents, club-owners and_ bookers. 

“Why, do you know that the only way 
we get bookings is that our agency forces 
us down the throats of clubs in a sort of a 
package with really popular attractions 
that the clubs want?” my partner confided 
to his friend. “If it wasn’t for Clyde and 
the fact that he’s in love with that no- 
dancing partner of mine, we would starve 
to death.” 

I wanted to make myself small in that 
lonely booth as I heard the awful truth. 
I waited until my partner and his com- 
panion had left, then I crept home, miser- 
able and hurt, wishing I could die. 

With a great longing, I thought of 
Honey. I recalled how I had believed he 
would go back home and settle down into 
a small town rut, heartbroken over me. 
Instead, Honey had doggedly kept danc- 
ing. He had never taken a partner but 
he was a sensational single. Honey’s star 
had come up and up in the world of show 


business. Without powerful connections, 
without high-powered press agents or 


friends to force him on unwilling clients, 
Honey was dancing his way into the hearts 
of thousands and thousands of Americans 
all across the nation. 

Time after time, I had admitted to my- 
self how much I missed him since he had 
walked out of the hotel room. I realized 
now that all along I had known I was a 
flop because, everytime my body swayed 
to music, my heart went dancing back 
across the long and bitter months, back 
to Honey. 

That night I decided I would quit show 
business. I was a fraud and a phony. I 
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had brought tragedy to Honey’s life and 
now I was getting ready to hurt dear Dan, 
For Dan believed completely that one of 
these days I would yield to his constant 
proposals of marriage and I knew that, 
with the ghost of Honey in my mind, [| 
never could. 

So, last night I went and told Dan 
exactly how I felt. I didn’t spare myself 
one bit about how I had treated Honey, 
how I had wanted to take the easy way 
to the top. 

“It hasn’t worked, Dan, and it won't 
work,” I sobbed on his shoulder. 

“Why not forget about show business 
and let me take care of you the rest of 
your life?” he asked tenderly. 

I raised my head and looked at him 
gently. 

“I can’t do that, Dan,” I confessed, “I'll 
aways love Honey even if I can never have 
him.” 

“Yes, Helene, I knew all along that this 
might happen. Ive tried to make you 
forget but I’ve known all along that you 
couldn’t forget. I was hoping that maybe 
marriage to some one who loves you very 
much might do it. But, in a way, I guess 
I'm guilty of wronging you greatly. It’s 
no secret to me that you can be a great 
dancer if you have the right partner. The 
right partner for you is Honey. I never 
wanted to have to admit that.” 


SITTING here in the Regal Theater 
audience, I’m not thinking of Dan at 
all. I have learned that success isn’t 
always spelled out in the brightest lights, 
the highest salary figures. I know that 
Honey and I have had success together— 
at our senior prom whirling in the middle 
of an admiring crowd, on that boisterous 
amateur night. Our success was made up 
of love and understanding, even if it did 
sometimes seem to evaporate when our 
tempers ran away from us. Seeing the 
sadness in the eyes of that honey-brown 
boy dancing up there on the stage, a sad- 
ness that perhaps no one else in the audi- 
ence can detect, I know that my own eyes 
are as sad as my heart has been ever since 
I lost him. 

I’m hoping and praying that the sadness 
is not touched with deep bitterness for I 
want to go back to Honey. I want to be 
his dancing partner and his partner for 
life. Maybe he’ll think I’m crawling back 
to him because I made such a miserable 
failure of things after I threw him down. 
Maybe he’ll believe I’m still grasping and 
the type who, as he once said, would do 
anything to gain success. Maybe Honey 
has been waiting for this chance when I 
would come back, begging forgiveness. 
Maybe he’ll get even and take his ven- 
geance for the way I treated him. But the 
one shining chance in a million that Honey 
will forgive and forget is enough of a 
chance for me. So, I’m going backstage 
and offer him once more the heart, my 
bleeding heart that went dancing. 


THE END 
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The Most 
Dangerous 
Kind 

Of Love 


(Continued from Faas 29) 
you away from me! I won’t have your 
heart twisted and broken—your mind 
warped—as hers is!” Her taut body 
pressed close against me. her soft mouth 
was searching for mine. “Beck, you be- 
long to me!” Her words came in pas- 
“You don’t know what Joy 
I can give you a kind 





sionate haste. 
is! Forget her! 
of love you’ve never dreamed of . 

I forced her away, hating myse if ee the 
tears in her eyes. “I—I'm sorry, Sara. 
You can’t know the seven kinds of a heel 
Iam. Just tell me where Joy is! Please!” 

“You fool!” Wild anger flamed in her 
voice. “Do you really think it’s your baby 
Joy’s going to have? I—TI could name a 
half dozen men who—” The torrent of 
words slowed as I grabbed her shoulder 
roughly. “You can see her plan now, 
Beck. Joy was trapped. She had to 
marry someone and there you were. Won- 
derful job, good prospects. security for the 
rest of her life. What if you did belong 
to me? She took you over, made you 
think you were in love with her. Naturally 
she gave herself to you. It was all part 
of her game. Now—now you're supposed 
to run to her, beg her to marry you for 
the baby’s sake!” 

Sara’s words drove into me with sicken- 
ing impact. I remembered the unforget- 
table beauty of that morning on a blue- 
lupined hillside, the warm impulse that 
had drawn Joy into my arms, our hearts 
beating crazily as one, our reckless de- 


ewe... 

Had it all been planned? 

A clever scheme on Joy’s part to win a 
husband, to conceal the truth about her 
baby? The room blurred before my eyes 
as I left, to walk for hours. my mind 
churning. I’d been the fool Sara’d called 
me, all right. Joy had led me on, de- 
ceived me, laughed at me, and now ex- 
pected me to come and marry her. Our 
engagement had only been a cover-up, just 
as our marriage would be. If I had any 
brains I'd rush back to Sara who loved 
me, who would be a real wife in a real 
home. 

Was Joy really bad? I thought of her 
alone somewhere, scared, bewildered. She 
would work for a while, then she’d have to 
stop. She’d have her baby—mine perhaps 
—alone.... 

I guess you don’t get over loving some- 
one in a minute, I told myself as I went to 
the postoffice. They said Joy hadn’t left 
a forwarding address, and that if she had, 
they couldn’t give it out. I tried the gas 
and electric and telephone companies with 
no success. When it grew dark I parked 
under some trees where I could watch the 


Mason home. If Sara left the house I 
would follow her. 

Despite everything Sara said. I still had 
an obligation to Joy. I had to find her. 
Waiting tense and anxious, my mind went 
back to our beginning, seeking causes, 
reasons, a solution. ... 

A\t "E7D GROWN UP as neighbors on the 

same street. Sara’s family and mine. 
Joy was the big-eyed kid who tagged 
around while Sara wrote my _ English 
themes and I did her algebra. Later, Joy 
was the teasing teener who jeered at us 
when we'd leave for the movies in my old 
jalopy. Kid stuff. sure. 

I was moving crates and boxes around 
the packing company’s warehouse, and 
studying chemistry nights. On Saturday 
evenings Sara was always ready for danc- 
ing after spending all day on her feet 
selling the bakery goods from her dad’s 
ovens, which she’d been doing since her 
mother’s death three years before. We'd 
hold hands. laugh. and sometimes kiss, 
and that’s all it seemed to be. Except for 
those strange. high notes that came into 
Sara’s laughter sometimes. And there was 
the night I almost asked her to marry me. 
It was when I heard of my Uncle Harry’s 
legacy. Just a small amount, but he’d 
known my ambitions to be a chemist, and 
left me almost enough for the special 
training I needed. 

Sara. her dad. and Joy too, were as 
excited as I over the chance. but I wasn’t 
sure what I’d wanted to do. What nine- 
teen-year-old kid is? I could go to school 
—or I could marry Sara on the money. 
I had a job and knew she was fond of 
me. That night I took her driving to 
Moonrise Point, having decided I’d ask 
her to marry me. 

She was wearing her prettiest dress and 
her dark eyes seemed full of sparkle. I 
guess she knew what was in my mind all 
right. It was in the way she snuggled a 
little closer in my arms, and the way she’d 
protested when my kisses became more ar- 
dent, and the way her arms finally went 
around me and her lips no longer tried to 
evade mine. Then she said, “That’s about 
enough for people who aren’t going home 
together, Beck. You're sweet, but far too 
dangerous!” 

I guess that was my cue, but I didn’t 
pick it up. Maybe I was thinking of Uncle 
Harry putting away that money for me, 
a quarter and a dime at a time, so I could 
finish my education. I told Sara that while 
my job was permanent, it was a dead- 
ender and I’d never make very much more 
than I was getting now. She brushed my 
cheek with her lips and answered dreami- 
ly, “It’s still a good job, Beck.” 

With her so soft and cuddlesome in my 
arms, it was hard but I said, “If a man 
has the capacity to do more—and I feel 
that I have, it—it isn’t right for him to 
stop at some easy point and not go on. I 
guess I don’t explein it very well, Sara, 
but—” 

“You explain very well, Beck. The 
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moon is lovely tonight, isn’t it?” 

“Uh huh.” I didn’t know what else to 
say, so after we watched the moon awhile, 
I started the car and drove her home. I 
felt pretty low that night. I couldn’t fig- 
ure what had changed my mind about 
asking Sara to marry me. Was it really 
an oversized dose of ambition burning in 
me? Or was I, even then, thinking about 
Joy? 

Next day I went off to school with not 
another thought for the odd, expectant 
look in Sara’s dark eyes. Two years of 
hard, grinding study followed. Sara wrote 
often. I finished and spent a year in a 
Chicago lab, then finally I came home to 
claim a job a local food company prom- 
ised if I made good. I was so busy I 
hardly had time to notice that Joy had 


developed into a lovely young lady. “That’s 
a brat for you,” I told Sara one day. 


“They’re ugly little punks you always 
knew, and the next—they’ve grown to 
dazzle the eyes out of a cigar-store In- 
dian!” 

“Joy’s going to amount to something, 
too,” Sara said, bitterness in her voice. 
“Dad’s giving her the chance I didn’t get. 
Secretarial work—that’s what she’s head- 
ing for, and she won’t ever have to do time 
in a bakery!” 

It was only a few days later that the 
firm sent me to an Eastern branch for 
more experience. I was away for six 
months, and though I was absorbed in my 


work, I was lonely. and I found myself 
reading and re-reading Sara’s letters— 


and the short, comical postscripts Joy had 
added. 

When I returned things were different. 
At first we took up where we left off. Sara 
and I, but now there was Joy, and I sensed 
something wrong in the Mason household 
... something strange and threatening 
that I couldn’t put my finger on. Sara’s 
dark eyes seeking mine, warning me. 
Look, I told myself, watch your step! Joy 
Mason is dynamite. She probably has 
broken a dozen hearts in the last week! 
Will you be the next victim? And what 
about Sara? 

Joy finished business school that month 
and I helped her get a job in our office. 
I would sit at my desk and try to keep my 
mind on my work, but I'd find my atten- 
tion wandering over to where Joy sat be- 
fore her typewriter. Sometimes our glances 
met and I'd feel my face getting hot. It 
made me feel ridiculous—like a small boy 
caught at a jam pot. I told myself she 
was just another girl, yet in the days that 
followed I knew there was something dif- 
ferent about Joy. It wasn’t just that her 


necklines plunged more daringly, or that 
her skirts swung a trifle higher, or her 


heels were more spiked and wicked. It 
was something that affected every man in 
the office. I finally asked her for a date 
and she accepted. I picked the swankiest 
spot in town and had my convertible all 
polished and shining for the date. 

It didn’t seem to me that Sara was dis- 
turbed about my dating Joy. “She’s a 





Joy’s 
not too badly spoiled by all the attention 


sweet kid, Beck, and a lot of fun. 


she’s getting. Any other girl—including 
me, I guess—would become pretty impos- 
sible with so many dates and phone calls.” 

If there was hidden warning in Sara’s 
words, I didn’t catch it. I expected some- 
thing sensational when I called for Joy 
that evening, and got it. Her dress was a 
strapless black taffeta that flared out in a 
full length skirt like a Spanish dancer’s. 
Her smile was bright, as I handed her the 
spray of butterfly orchids linked together 
with a slender gold chain. 


“How lovely, Beck!” The way she 


said it; as though no one had ever given 
her orchids before. It made me feel good, 


even though I was sure a girl as desirable 
as Joy must receive a dozen a month. That 
evening cost me a week’s salary and worth 
every bit. 

I had another surprise when I kissed 
her goodnight. I hadn’t intended to; I 
couldn’t forget that Sara was her sister 
and that I’d dated her first. But a hint of 
challenge lurked in the smile that curved 
Joy’s lips. Her body stiffened in my arms, 
resisting, then with a little sigh her mouth 
met mine, and excitement such as I’d never 
known raged through me. The kiss I'd 
meant to be light and careless became 
sudden fire. 

Whatever the reason, I fell hard for 
Joy. We had dates every night and it 
didn’t take long for the news to get around. 
I knew the other fellows envied me; some 
said so. I knew that Joy liked men; she 
made no secret of it. She liked to laugh 
and tease—no more than that, I was sure. 
Or was 1? She’d dated men before me; 
had she kissed them the way she kissed 
me? I had to stop thinking like that. If 
I wanted Joy I had to take her for what 
she was; not for what I might have wished 
her to be. 

If I wanted her... . 

I told myself it was madness; that we 
weren't the type for each other, that I 
ought to break it up before we headed for 
trouble. Yet I'd forget all that in the ex- 
citement of her kisses. I tried to tear 
away the web that was closing around me, 
robbing me of reason. Then Joy would 
fling her arms around me, and respond 
recklessly to my passionate kisses; as if 
our caresses had kindled a flame that 
roared in her day and night as it did in 
I could only think of holding her in 
my arms, hearing her low laughter. . . . 

We went on a picnic one Sunday morn- 
ing up in the hills. Blue lupine and golden 
poppies painted the sunwarmed hillisde 
in bright colors. I held Joy close. “Marry 
me, darling. Say you'll marry me?” 

She didn’t answer and it was a long 
moment until she asked, “We'll be so 
happy. won’t we?” 

“Happy?” I laughed. 
be happy, darling!” 

“And Ill keep us that way... keep 
you crazy-madly in love—that’s how you 
want it to be, isn’t it, Beck?” 

I drew her to me. “That’s how I want 


me. 


“Of course, we'll 
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it to be. You’re in my blood and I'll never 
get you out.” 

“Beck—you—you never felt this way 
about Sara, did you? You—you never 
really loved her?” 

“T never loved Sara like this.” Not with 
this desperate, wild longing. Not with the 
terrible urgency that stirred and grew with 
the warmth of her nearness. “You’re in 
my blood, Joy—” 

“And you're in mine, Beck, and I never 
want to get you out!” I felt the beat of 
her heart against mine and knew that she 
also was swept by our passion. “This is 
getting away from us, Joy. If you don’t 
stop me—” 

“Stop you?” Her tight- 
ened around me and there were tears in 
her eyes. “You don’t know how long I’ve 
loved you, darling. ... Ages and ages. 
Ever since the day you gave me that blue 
and silver powder compact for my eleventh 
birthday—remember? I could stop you; I 
could stop myself—if I loved you just a 
little less.” 

I tried to tell myself it didn’t matter; 
that we were in love and going to be mar- 
Then the flame that smouldered in 
into roaring fire melting all 


slim arms 


ried. 
me_ burst 
thought, all restraint. ... 


\ ’E’D GONE to Joy’s home afterwards 

and told her dad and Sara we were 
going to be married. He’d pumped my 
hand. “Couldn’t ask for a better son-in- 
law. Beck.” Sara just stared at us with 
wide, frightened eyes. .. . 

I got out of there quick. I couldn’ 
sleep. When the sky began to lighten, I 
dressed and went out for a walk. I couldn’t 
understand what was wrong with me. My 
thoughts kept returning to Sara, her dark 
eyes full of warning. What was she trying 
to tell me? We'd been close once. I 
thought we understood each other. What 
was there between Joy and me? Intense 
attraction; yes. An afternoon on a lupin- 
covered hillside that had left us shivering 
like trees after a cyclone. Was _ that 
enough? 

It was a few days later that I began to 
notice the way Sara would rush to the 
phone the minute it rang with a “Don’t 
bother, Joy; Tl get it.” One time I 
heard her say: “She can’t... . No. I’m 
sorry.” And the words stuck in my mind. 
Had Sara been discouraging some man 
who wanted a date with Joy? Was she 


afraid Joy might have accepted? While 
she was engaged to me? No—I wouldn't 
believe Joy was like that. Then some- 


thing else happened that following Fri- 
day. Joy and I were having dinner at a 
restaurant when she asked suddenly, “Did 
you happen to meet Sara downtown this 
afternoon for any reason, Beck?” 

“No.” I’d heard a sharp note in her 
voice. “Why?” 

“Oh, a remark of Sara’s. She didn’t say 
you met her, exactly, only I wondered. 
Not that I wouldn’t trust you with my 
sister, but I just thought—” 

Later that night as we stood in her door- 
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WZ, B i Your search for a girdle that 

really fits you is over! Like thou- 
sands of other careful women 
you probably have tried one gir- 
dle after another hoping that you 
could find one that would per- 
suade your figure into its natural 
healthy shape and at the same 
time completely comfortable. 


AMAZING LOW PRICE 


You can get these features only 
in custom-made garments costing 
from $15 up—or in TUM-E-LIFT 
for the amazingly low price of 
only $3.98. The secret is in TUM- 
E-LIFT'S exclusive laced V-open- 
ing. It allows you to ‘‘custom- 
fit'’ your girdle to your exact 
figure. The beautiful brocade and 
satin panel holds your tummy in 
its natural, healthy position for 
energy-giving comfort, health, 
and lovely, shapely 
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Afew quotes from the voluntary signed testimonials on file. 
“Ie is everything in a girdle I could possibly 
want."’ @ “‘Makes me feel like a new woman.”’ 
*‘Never had a girdle that fitted so perfectly.’’ 
@ “I love it! It’s so-o-o comfortable. You can 
bet I'll get. another.’’ @ ‘‘I can’t say enough for 
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MAKE A HIT! 


with LONGER-LOOKING HAIR 
Amazing Double Treatment with 
CHLOROPHYLL Works Wonders! 


Make a Hit!—Be the envy of your friends 
with LONGER-LOOKING, LOVELIER HAIR! 
It's easy and quick with that wonderful 
new discovery, NU-TRESS—the only 
Double Treatment with sensational new 
CHLOROPHYLL that makes your scalp 
sweet-smelling, tingling fresh and gives 
you professional hair care right in your 
own home! 


You get TWO Scientific Formulas with NU-TRESS 
—not one, like most ordinary hair 
This tested Double Treatment helps you say 
good-bye to split-ends, dry, brittle, lifeless-look- 
ing hair! Never again need you be embarrassed 
by ugly, loose dandruff scales. NU-TRESS puts an 
end to all this FAST! 
MORE! All 
Chlorophyll, Lanolin, and rich Essential Oils— 





work together to 
give your hair and 
scalp the nourishing care it needs. The result— 
clean, sweet-smelling scalp . . . softer, smoother, 
MORE ATTRACTIVE HAIR with new LUSTROUS SHEEN and DANC 


HIGHLIGHTS! 
BE SPARKLING—BE ADMIRED! 
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and start to enjoy LOVELIER HAIR W 
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8 miracle ingredients—including 
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SEND NO MONEY! ORDER NOW! 
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No need to suffer unsightly, problem hair another day! TAKE NO RISK 
Try NU-TRESS as directed for just 7 DAYS 
If you're not completely delighted, return 
the unused portions and get FULL PUR- 
CHASE PRICE BACK! Rush Coupon NOW 
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livers your Big Double Treatment 


him 


only $2.20 tax included, plus delivery 
charges. Try wonderful NU-TRESS! 
See for yourself the fine results it 
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functional and this simple DOCTOR’S 


package. 


extra fast AIRMAIL service. 


Box 231 Clayton 








- INEXPENSIVELY! Use 


time out from work or soc’ 


ME MORE, 





FREE fe 


with order of ALCOREM 
al Formula cap- 

les to help nervous 

i digestive systems, 
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SUCCESSFUL DOCTOR’S REMEDY GUAR- 
ANTEES TO ACHIEVE RESULTS OR YOUR 
MONEY GUARANTEED REFUNDED 

NOW AVAILABLE WITHOUT A PRE- 


SCRIPTION! Release yourself of worry and 
fear of disaster! Your delayed period could be 


EDY could bring QUICK relief! Easy to tak>. 
No harmful after effects. Only purest U. 
drugs used. BE SAFE, NOT SORRY! Rush 
order today for ample supply in confidential 
SEND NO MONEY! Pay postman 
only $10 plus C. O. D. charges. Send cash for 
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Drunkenness ruins Health, Hoorn Se BREAK THE DRINKING CYCLE QUICKLY 


aversion (dislike) toward ALL intoxicatin; drinks. Not classed as a permanent “‘cure,”’ but 
it IS a recognized method of withdrawal o' alcohol. Interrupts drinking cycle and causes 
many to turn from liquor. May be taken in SECRET. A few drops of this wonderful AL- 
COREM eliminates desire for more alcohol. 

Aversion treatment is recognized by Medical Authority. 
use—simple instructions included—-NO BOOKS TO READ — need not cause excessive 
ial duties. One happy ALCOREM user writes: J 
WONDERFU L ALCOREM AT ONCE FOR A FRIEND WHO IS A 
HEAVY DRINKER. I BOUGHT FROM YOU BEFORE AND HAD WONDERFUL 
RESULTS.” As an additional help we send PINKIES (FREE with ALCOREM) to 
help nervous and digestive systems. 


FREE WEIGHT CHART. Acts as guide in building reformed drinker to proper weight. 
DO NOT DELAY—ORDER ALCOREM NOW 


FREE PINKIES and ert Chart. Mailed in plain wrapper. Pay postman $4.95 and 
C.O.D. charge. TO SAVE C. O. 
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[ Here’ s the Simple Easy Way That 
| COLORS HAIR 
JET BLACK 


iso. 3 Lovely Brown Shades) 
| AN DO IT at home; no 


waiting for re 
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Colors hair that is streaked, 
ay, dull, faded, burnt and 
lifefess—The pet — appli- 
1 of BLAC TRAND 
or BROWN STRAND Hair 
Coloring imparts natural- 


lustrous black or brown 
to hair that is streaked, gray, faded, burnt 
color. And once your hair is all smooth 
i evenly colored, you will be delighted to see 
easy it is to keep your hair always looking 
nost colorful best with a Black Strand or 
Brown Strand application or touch-up as neces- 
Full directions are with the package. Only 
plus tax from your druggist. Know the joy 
th, evenly colored black or brown hair 
t wst ” Satisfaction or money back guar- 

1. CAUTION—Use only as directed. 
ecg al STRAND — and Jet Black Hair Color- 


Brown—Medium Brown— 
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STRAND PRODUCTS Co. 
118 S. Centon, i. 4 723N Chicago 6, II. 
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Ask, and You Shall Receive; 
Seek, and You Shall Find 
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Iu ist name, address. On arrival pay 
only $1.98 plus C.O.D postage. 
Cash orders prepaid Write NOW. 
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Wroe 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER! 


IF YOU SUFFER FROM BRONCHIAL ASTHMA 
PAROXYSMS...from coughs, gasping, wheezing 
... read this letter from Mrs. Emma Mills Robinson 
of Roanoke, Virginia. 

“Can Work and Sleep” 
Nacor is wonderful. I was very sick 
with attacks of bronchial asthma and 
I tried one bottle. It helped mesomuch 
I got three more. Now I can doall my 
work, and I can sleep at night. 

Mrs. Emma Mills Robinson, 

irginia. Ze. 

WHY DON’T YOU TRY NACOR? Just send your name 

and your address today for daring 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER. 

a matter if you consider your case hopeless, write today. 
NACOR, : 64-S, State Life Bidg., Indi 4,1 
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Temples look Bare, Hair thick and 


Short . . . Can't get a stylish Hair- 
do? Then, try GLANDEEN, the 
marvelous, wonder working Vito 


Hormone Hair Creme to aid qual- 
ity, growth and management of short, stubborn, 
unruly Hair. Send 50c¢ (Sdimes) for information and 
2 weeks treatment test. 8 weeks treatment jar $2.00 
EDUARDO LABS., 168-30 89th Ave., Jamaica 3, N.Y. 


MEN! WHY BUY YOUR NEXT SUIT? 


GET ITAS A BONUS 


Make Big Cash Profits Besides 


Easy to earn a stylish new suit—beauti- 
fully tailored to your measure—on our 
rofit-Sharing’’ Bonus Plan. Also spe- 
cial bonus pants offer. All you dois show 
our beautiful fabrics and latest fashions 
to friends, and take their orders, Keep 
up to $11. 50 per suitand give big values. 

tiie made. Perfect fit and customer 
satisfaction guaranteed or money back. 


SEND NO MONEY— Ger FREE Outfit \\\ 7 


We furnish complete selling outfit of over 
100 big actual samples, full color style port- 
folio, and ail aientian! in swell display trav- 
eling case. Absolutely no cost. Write for it 
today and start earning bonus Suit or Pants 
and big cash profits at once. Act now. 


0. K. TAILORING CO. % 


325 S.MarketSt., Dept.68 Chicago 6, 111. AY 



























way she whispered, ““You’re much too at- 
tractive to run around loose, darling. If— 
if some other woman got you, I—I think |] 
would lose my mind.” 

I thought about that after I got home, 
There was more than jealousy in what Joy 
had said, I thought, or was she thinking 
about some other man and hinting at my 
playing around with Sara as an excuse? 
The more you try to figure women, the less 
you understand them! 

A few evenings later, Joy asked, “Have 


you and Sara been talking about me, 
Beck? What did you tell her?” 
I didn’t know what she was talking 


about and I told her so, but she didn’t 
smile as she asked, “You—you’re still in 
love with me, then?” 

“Of course I’m in love with you, Joy! 
I can’t remember having said anything spe- 
cial to Sara when I saw her last.” Joy 
didn’t say any more but I had the feeling 
that she was worried, and I had to admit 
that I was, too. There were too many unex- 
plained incidents like the bottle of per- 
fume. Now that I thought of it, my 
anxiety increased. It had seemed inno- 
cent enough at the time. I’d called for 
Joy and she’d kissed me joyously, exclaim- 
ing. “Thanks, darling, for the surprise! 
It’s just the kind of perfume I’ve always 
wanted but could never afford.” 

“Perfume?” 

“Yes—the lovely bottle of Tabu that 
came today. It’s enchanting!” 

“7 never sent it.” She stared at me and 
finally said that no note had arrived with 
the perfume and she’d just assumed I'd 
sent it. I teased her with “Must have been 
one of your other boy friends.” She didn’t 
laugh as she said it must have come by 
mistake and she’d return it to the store in 
the morning. Had I jokingly spoken the 
truth? If there was another man in her 
life, might he not send her a gift that she 
thought came from me? I couldn’t quite 
rid myself of the suspicion that perhaps I 
didn’t know quite everything about Joy. 
and I decided to have a frank talk with 
Sara. 

Sara seemed frightened and said she'd 
call me at my apartment that night and 
tell me where to meet her. I told Joy 
something came up and that I couldn't 
keep our movie date. I had my dinner 
and waited for Sara’s call. It was nearly 
nine-thirty and I hadn’t heard from her 
when there was a tap on my door. Sara 
looking a little flustered said, “I—I 
thought it would be safer if I came here, 
Beck—that is if you don’t mind?” 

She sat down in my big easy chair, 
crossed bare legs and lighted a cigarette. 
“T’ve been thinking hard what to say about 
Joy. II feel the best thing is to say 
nothing. It—it may be that she’ll change 
with marriage.” 

Anger, suspicion, mistrust rose in me. 
“You think she’s one of those girls who 
can’t ever be satisfied with one man, is 
that it?” 

“Oh, no; only Joy is so attractive—and 
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impulsive, and you know how men are. 
She’s my sister and I—I want to protect 
her.” She jumped up and walked nervously 
around my small apartment. skirt whirling 
around her knees. “May I have a glass 
of water, Beck?” 

“Sure.” I went into the kitchen and was 
just filling the glass when I heard her 
sharp exclamation. I saw she was exam- 
ining a long rip in her skirt: “It caught 
on the corner of your bookcase, darn! If 
you have a needle and thread—and a 
dressing robe I can wear while I’m stitch- 
ing? It’s a little awkward.” 

I waited while she changed in the bed- 
room, brooding over what she'd said about 
Joy. She came back, looking small and 
lost in my faded blue robe. and sat there, 
“Mending isn’t one of my 
strong points,” she said. Restless, I pre- 
tended to look out the window but exam- 
ined the bookcase instead wondering how 
it could have caught her skirt. Was there 
a purpose behind her deliberate move- 
ments? Was she waiting for something 
to happen? I stared at her—her head 
bent low and her slim fingers moving slow- 
ly over the bright material. Did I really 
now Sara Mason? 


sewing slowly. 


(THERE WAS a sound and the door flew 

open. Joy, her face tense, said. “So 
this is the important reason you couldn't 
keep our date tonight! My fiance—and 
my own sister!” 

Before I could say anything, Sara 
jumped up. “Listen, Joy—” she began, 
and with her movement the robe swung 
open for an instant before she clutched it 
more tightly around her. “I tore my skirt 
and—” 

Hopelessness crept into Joy’s voice. 
“There’s no need to lie, Sara.” 

“T only came up here to talk to Beck.” 

“About what? I didn’t believe it when 
some woman phoned me a few minutes ago 
and said she’d seen my sister going into my 
fiance’s apartment, and that I'd better see 
about it.” 

“A woman, Joy? Who?” I asked. She 
said she didn’t know. She twisted my 
ring off her finger and dropped it on the 
coffee table. “Maybe it’s my fault as well 
as anyone’s—for not knowing how men 
are—for thinking that you were someone 
special, Beck.” 

“Joy! Joy, darling, listen—” But she 
was already gone. I don’t know how long 
I stood staring at the door. 

“Some busybody that knows us must 
have seen me come in and hurried to 
phone Joy. I’m sorry, Beck.” 

“One of those things,” I said dully. It 
looked bad, finding us here together, 
told her, and not being able to explain. 

“I know, but there’s such a thing as 
trust. If I loved a man and was sure of 
his love for me, I’d believe in him no 
matter what the evidence. But then I’m 
three years older than Joy, and maybe 
things look different.” 

Joy quit her job at the office and though 
I tried to talk to her on the phone and 


called at her home, she refused to see me. 
Sara had promised to try and explain. but 
she reported the same lack of success the 
night I asked her to have dinner with me. 
“It’s as though Joy’s put you out of her 
mind. Beck. and she’s closed herself off 
from me. She treats me with cold polite- 
ness, hiding her hate—no. I shouldn’t have 
said that. Maybe I'd feel the same way if 
my sister had taken away the man I loved.” 
Her cool hand tightened over mine. com- 
forting, sympathetic. Then I asked the 
question that had been tormenting me. 

“Has Joy been dating other men since 
our engagement?” 

“T—oh, Beck, don’t make me answer. I 
don’t really know. She’s gone out, but 
where she goes or who she sees 
or to visit a girl friend— Things will come 
out all right.” Her voice was soft. “You 
might not see that at first, but they will.” 

“Maybe.” It would have been a lot 
rougher without Sara, and as time went 
on I thought less about Joy and more about 


a movie, 


her sister. Sara was companionable and 
easy to talk to. 
moods and soon I found myself seeing no 
one and doing nothing unless she was 
beside me. Was it any wonder. then, that 
I should think of spending the rest of my 
life with her? I had wanted to marry 
Sara once... 

As though drawn by a force stronger 
than me. I started kissing Sara again. I 
hardly remembered asking her to marry 
me—all I know was that we were sudden- 
ly planning our wedding with compelling 
urgency. “We'll keep the day secret, 
Beck.” she said. “Slip off somewhere. It’s 
better that way. Better for Joy—and Dad. 
The day after tomorrow, then?” I agreed. 

It is curious how small circumstances 
I awoke on 
my wedding morning with a sore throat. 
I'd had tonsillitis before and knew it was 
nothing serious. but I didn’t want to spoil 
our day. I went around to old Doc Arn- 
heim. He’d brought Sara and Joy into the 
world and he’d been our family doctor. 
Perhaps if it hadn’t been for that, I'd 
never have 


She seemed to sense my 


can change your whole life. 


never have gone to him. . 
known about Joy. He’d given me a shot 
of penicillin, and I thought he seemed less 
friendly than I'd remembered. I saw the 
file with Joy’s name laying among several 
others on his desk. When he left the room 
for a minute, I seized the file. The last 
few lines of crabbed writing caught my 
attention. July 20th—that was a week ago 
—Office call. Slight hypertension, proba- 
bly result of mental stress. Liver extract 
prescribed. Friedman pregnancy test: 
positive. 

Pregnancy test: positive! That explained 
Doc’s hostility. He wouldn’t reveal a 
patient’s confidences, but he knew that 
Joy and I were engaged—nothing was 
secret for long in our town—and he must 
have guessed her child would be mine. 
For a moment I was too stunned to think 
what this knowledge meant. Then I knew 


I had to see Joy. “-_ 
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She was gone when I got to her house. 
Her dad refused to tell me where she’d 
gone. Sara didn’t know. 

WAITED in front of the Mason house 

until almost midnight, then I went 
home. Joy. My baby. . . . Joy—where 
are you? 

As soon as his office opened next morn- 
ing, I called Dr. Arnheim and told him I 
had to have Joy’s address. He gave it to 
me. She’d gone to a neighboring town. 
[ raced the fifteen miles south, fear urging 
me to greater speed. I found the apart- 
ment house, and almost touched the but- 
ton of Apt. 5 before the sound of voices 
stopped me. Joy’s—surprised, questioning, 
frightened. Sara’s—icy-sharp, venomous. 
Fear held me still. Silently I tried the 
knob. The door was unlocked and I edged 
into the dim, old-fashioned hall. Beyond, 
| could see the two girls facing each other, 
tense. 

Joy’s words, low, disbelieving, came to 
me. “If it’s true, Sara—if Beck’s really 
going to marry you today, why come to 
me now? Why hurt me any more?” 

“Because marrying Beck isn’t enough. 
[ want all of him. His mind, body, and 
soul. I always have.” Sara laughed. “You 
cuessed that, didn’t you?” 

I heard Joy’s choked sob. “Yes—when 
it was too late. Little fool that I was, 
[ believed the worst when you hinted you’d 
been seeing Beck. I worried—and when 
[ found you in his apartment I thought—” 

“What I wanted you to think! I worked 
yn him the same way about you. If you 
want the truth, I used every trick I could 
think of to take him away from you, and 
I'd do even more. Lie... cheat... 
kill! That’s how I want Beck!” 

\ shiver of horror went through me at 
the cold determination in her voice. It was 
like a play . . . like being in the center of 
1 dream of-terror. I held my breath. 

“You've won—you’re marrying him, so 
why don’t you go to him, Sara?” 

“Pll tell you why! Because he’s still in 
yve with you! I know it! I have his 
promise but I don’t have him—not yet. . . 
. . because you'll always be in 
his memory. There isn’t room for both 
of us in his heart—or in this world! One 
of us has got to get out!” 

I heard Joy’s faint scream and saw the 
small, wicked revolver in Sara’s hand. I 
measured the the room. 
It was too far—I couldn’t stop her from 
pulling the trigger—TI had to stop her.... 

“I could shoot you now,” Sara’s voice 
was cold and flat, “but there’d be an inves- 
tigation and people would wonder. So I’m 
chance—a fair 


not ever . 


distance across 


going to give you a 
chance.” 

‘Wh—what do you mean?” 

[ watched Sara’s left hand go to the 
pocket of her jacket, and come out again. 
‘Here are two capsules—I’ve been saving 
them a long time and don’t ask me where 
| got them. One contains a deadly poison. 
rhe other a harmless powder. You swal- 
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low one—I the other. One of us dies. 
Suicide, they'll say. The other—gets Beck. 
All of him!” 

“T—won’t! I—I can’t! My baby.... 
Sara, you—you must be crazy. You are 
crazy! Yes... I can see now—” 

“If you refuse I'll have to shoot you.” 
Sara’s voice was tense, determined. I 
crouched, ready to spring. If I could dis- 
tract her attention somehow . . . rush in. 
“T don’t care what happens any more. If 
I can’t have Beck, I don’t want to live. 
That’s why I’m giving you this chance. 
Take your choice.” 

As if hynotized, Joy stared at the two 
capsules, and slowly reached out her hand. 
“The other . . .” she echoed Sara’s voice 
in a dull, lifeless tone, “gets Beck. All 
of him.” 

I lunged forward, saw Sara’s wild start 
of surprise. For an instant, insane inde- 
cision showed in her face, then she turned 
to Joy and I saw her trigger-finger tense. 
That was the instant I brought the side 
of my hand down hard on her wrist. The 
gun clattered to the floor and Sara sprang 
at Joy, eyes blazing with terrible hatred. 
I dragged her to the floor while she 
struggled, screaming. clawing. There was 
the strength of a dozen men in her slight, 
wiry body. She fought me like a tiger 
straining to get away. I think I knew then 
that her mind was gone, that I was bat- 
tling a mad woman. 

Without warning, she relaxed in my 
grip, eyes closed, limp. I loosened my 
hold, but with the agility of a striking 
snake, she twisted away and was at Joy’s 
throat! I put all my weight into my right 
hand and aimed at Sara’s jaw. Slowly. the 
clawing finger relaxed and both girls sank 
to the floor... . I held Joy in my arms 
and that’s how they found us. 

Later, when Sara had been taken to a 
mental hospital, the police told me they'd 
analyzed the capsules. Both contained 
cyanide—an almost instantaneous poison. 
Sara had been taking no chances. She 
would only have pretended to swallow 
hers, while Joy died a “suicide.” I shud- 
dered, horrified at the warped, twisted pat- 
terns of thought that had been coiled 
inside the girl I almost married. After I'd 
talked to the police psychiatrist. giving 
him some of the needed background, I 
realized that much of the fault was mine. 
True, Sara’s mind had been ill for many 
months, but my selfish indifference to her 
feelings and emotions had intensified the 
illness. “Her love for you was not normal, 
but compulsive,” the doctor said. “She was 
obsessed with the desire to possess you 
completely. That was her one idea, one 
hope, one ambition. Unwittingly, you 
fanned the flame of her jealous love to 
white heat, so that she was ready to do 
anything—even murder her sister—to get 
you. Real love is generous—outgoing. It 
permits freedom,.expression, growth. Sara 
Mason’s kind chains and smothers. It 
is demanding, jealous, deadly. As you 
learned only in the nick of time, it’s the 
most dangerous kind of love.” 





The doctors could make no promises for 
Sara’s eventual cure. If they could turn 
her mind to healthier channels, interest 
her in more normal goals, there was hope; 
we had to be satisfied with that. 

Joy had been terribly shocked by the 
experience, but Dr. Arnheim told us 
there’d be no lasting effects and that our 
baby would be all right. Later, as we 
were renewing our wedding plans, she 
said, “Poor Sara was right about one 
thing, Beck. She said when you loved 
someone, you trusted him, no matter what 
the appearances might be. I didn’t trust 
you enough, Beck, or I wouldn’t have lis- 
tened to her hints; I wouldn’t have be- 
lieved her trick that night in your apart- 
ment and rushed away, heartbroken, never 
wanting to see you again.” 

I replied, “And I didn’t listen to my 
heart and trust you as I should have, 
darling. I didn’t believe you when you 
said you didn’t know where the orchids 
and perfumes came from. Oh, Sara was 
clever. She made me think you were still 
playing around with other men, and be- 
cause I knew you were gay, popular, and 
enjoyed a good time, she was able to make 
me think you were man-crazy; that you 
wouldn’t be faithful despite your promises. 
I'm ashamed at not having known my own 
heart better, but now that I have another 
chance. .. .” : 

“Don’t say any more, Beck. We've both 
been wrong! now we're going to be right. 
About each other, and for each other.” 
Joy’s hand tightened in mine and I knew 
that we'd found that it takes the heart to 
teach the head. What we had learned in 
sorrow and unhappiness would make our 
love only more precious as the years went 
by. 

THE END 


Teen Talk 
(Continued from Page 10) 


Be polite. Good manners show good 
breeding. Don’t be ashamed of being 
nice, afraid of being called a square. 
You’d be surprised to know how many of 
the fellows like nice girls. 

Watch your posture, sit pretty, walk 
erect, stand straight. Hold your head 
high. Learn how to cross your legs grace- 
fully. Speak in a soft modulated voice. 
Practice using good English. Enunciate 
your words so that people can understand 
you and not ask you to repeat. Put per- 
sonality into your voice. Cultivate your 
talents and abilities. Don’t be an imi- 
tator, but make a success out of being 
just you. 

Don’t make yourself unhappy by werry- 
ing about some other girl’s beauty and 
don’t try to increase your own boy-rating 
by being loose and daring and naughty. 

Life can be beautiful if you are smart. 
And if you are smart, you will seem 
beautiful to those about you. 
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Wives? pues 
(Continued from Page 9) 


we would be on easy street. so to speak. 

But it didn’t take long for all my dreams 
to turn into horrible nightmares. Eddie 
was attentive and devoted in those first 
few months after we had settled in our 
cozy little apartment, but gradually he be- 
gan to change into a completely different 
person. When it started, I don’t exactly 
remember, but I guess the nearest I can 
come to it was one afternoon when he had 
come home tired from collecting insurance 
premiums and found me not at home. I 
had gone shopping earlier and stopped off 
at the beauty parlor to get my hair washed, 
and had stayed longer than I intended. He 
was already home when I got there and 
though he was pleasant as always, his 
mood wasn’t exactly the same. 

“Hi, glamour girl!” he greeted me, cock- 
ing his head to one side and taking note 
of my hair-do. “What are you trying to 
do. make a bachelor out of me?” 

“Oh, I’m sorry, Eddie,” I whimpered. 
“T tried to get home sooner, but there was 
an appointment ahead of me and I had to 
wait the longest! It was simply awful!” 

I hurried to put my packages down and. 
slipping into an apron, started preparing 
dinner. Eddie picked up the evening 
paper and wandered into the living room 
to read and wait until I was ready. After 
a while he called back, “I’m kinda hun- 
gry, Ellen. How much longer?” 

“Any minute, honey. Just as soon as 
the weiners finish boiling.’ 
“Weiners?” he echoed. 

“Yes, darling. I meant to cook the 
roast before I left, but there wasn’t much 
time. I thought I could do it after I got 
back, but—well, I told you what hap- 
pened.” 

Eddie didn’t say another word. That 
evening we ate the hurriedly prepared 
meal almost in Ordinarily, he 
would have talked, told me of some of the 
little things that happened during the day 
on his debit, or mentioned some bit of 
gossip that had been passed along to him. 
But that evening he was sullen, moody, 
and though he tried not to show it, disgust 
was written on his face with every forkful 
of the weiners and beans I had fixed. 

I promised myself then that I wouldn’t 
make that mistake again. But from that 
day on it seemed there was one little thing 
after another. Eddie never nagged or 
spoke to me harshly at first, but soon our 
life became nothing but a series of petty 
quarrels. Where we had once lived to- 
gether in contented marital bliss, we soon 
began living in a vacuum, growing further 
and further apart. And now that I think 
about it, I can see that actually I wasn’t 


silence. 


really prepared for marriage. Growing 
up as the only child in my family, my 
mother had always seen to it that my time 
was taken up with piano lessons and danc- 
ing schools. I never had a chance to learn 
much about cooking or housekeeping like 
other girls; she was preparing me for a 
career on the stage. Naturally when 
Eddie and I got married things didn’t 
come to me as readily as they did with 
other women. 

Then, too, no matter how hard I tried, 
I never seemed to be entirely above Eddie’s 
little jealousies and Every 
time I went out of the house he seemed to 
distrust me and would accuse me of seeing 
some other man. It got to be so that 
whenever I got back late from shopping or 
from a late afternoon bridge party, he 
would immediately start baiting me about 


suspicions. 


spending my time on secret dates. I'll 
never forget the time that I came home 
one evening late after fighting my way 
through downtown crowds doing some 
Christmas shopping. I was hot and tired 
and thought a shower would be a welcome 
relief. Eddie burst angrily into the bath- 
room while I was showering and chided: 
“And what boy friend have you been run- 
ning around with this afternoon?” 
Gradually it that Eddie 
more and more indifferent toward me. And 
the worst part of it was that he finally be- 
me before our friends, let- 


seemed grew 


gan belittling 
ting them in on the intimate. personal 
things in our There for in- 
stance, the night when we had George and 
Delphine over for drinks and Eddie found 
a dirty glass in the cabinet and tried to 
make an issue of it. He had grabbed a 
towel and started wiping it when I pro- 
tested: “But, Eddie, those glasses are al- 
ready clean!” 

“This one wasn’t!” he snapped angrily. 
“So I’m not taking any chances on any 
of them.” 

“Well, if you want to do double work, 
that’s your business,” I shot back at him. 
Delphine sniggled and that seemed to egg 
him on. 

“T wouldn’t call it double work. They 
weren't washed in the first place. Prob- 
ably too busy doing your nails, I guess.” 

“Why, Eddie!” I cried. “You know I 
always keep everything clean around here. 
You shouldn't say things like that.” 

“Oh, yeah.” he snapped, and pulled for- 
ward the sliding top of the kitchen cab- 


lives. was, 


inet base which we seldom used. At once 
there was a film of dust and kitchen 
grease exposed from where it had col- 
lected underneath the shelves. “And I 


suppose this just got on here today!” he 
gestured. 

I was so angry I wanted to cry. George 
spoke up and tried to smooth things over, 
but that still didn’t take away from the 
hurt that was in my heart. “I don’t see 
should complain, Eddie,” he 
“You married the best-looking 
gal in town. If you wanted a work horse, 
you should have married one. After all, 
you know what they say about good-look- 


why you 


laughed. 
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ing women. ‘Dress ’em in fine clothes, 
keep “em looking good and that’s all that’s 
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necessary. 


[Hat NIGHT when they had gone we 

- quarreled bitterly, and I got my first 
hint of how Eddie really felt about our 
marriage. 

“I’m fed up with this one-sided farce of 
a marriage,” he shouted at me. “I come 
home, expecting to find a wife, and what 
do I find? Ill tell you what! Meals on 
the back of the stove or either not cooked 
at all; a sink full of dirty dishes; dirty 
clothes stuffed back in some stinking 
closet; and you out in the street, God 
knows where. What do you think I’m get- 
ting out of this marriage? What’s the use 
of me working? I'd just as soon be off 
somewhere in some hotel room as to depend 
on you for a wife! Your mother might have 
pampered and spoiled you, but that stuff’s 
not going here. If you think your're all 
that pretty, then you’d better get in the 
movies or something. We could sure use 
the money to pay for all these bills you 
pile up!” 

My body shook in a rage of anger and 
my lips fairly trembled as I searched for 
words of hate to hurl back at him. “If you 
wanted a cook and a washerwoman,” I 
blurted finally, “why didn’t you marry one? 
You don’t need a wife. What you need is 
a team of mules. And if you think you 
can find somebody better then go to it. 
I’m sick and tired of hearing. you telling 
me about what I don’t do all the time. If 
| don’t please you, then get somebody 
else!” 

“Maybe I will,” Eddie said bitterly and 
stormed out of the room. 

rhe next morning I awoke, feeling tired 
weak. Eddie had already left the 
house and I somehow felt glad that he had 
gone without my knowing it. Then slowly 
my mind wandered back over the night 
before and all the other nights when we 
had quarreled. Why, I asked myself over 
and over, had my marriage come to this? 
Why did Eddie always have to pick out 
the little faults and magnify them before 
What had I done to cause 
to be jealous and nagging and sus- 
pic lous ¢ 

Without a doubt my marriage was head- 
ed for the rocks just as certainly as if I 
had planned it. But what was I to do? 
How could I win back my husband’s love 
and affection when it was plain to see he 
had rejected me? Where could I turn for 
help and advice? 

In the midst of my unhappiness I en- 
rolled in that Christine Charm and Model- 
ing School, thinking that if the worst came 
to worst I at least might have a career to 
fall back on. But as luck would have it, 
this proved to be the turning point of my 
Ww hole life. 

[ had only been going to classes a few 
days when Mrs. Christine happened to 
mention how her courses had actually 
aved some marriages, and told of one case 
very much like my own. I waited until 


and 


every body? 


nim 
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after everybody had gone that day, then 
approached Mrs. Christine and told her of 
my problem. When I had finished she 
smiled very gracefully and asked me to 
draw up a chair. Her next words caught 
me completely off guard. 

“Unfortunately, Ellen,” she said, “you— 
with your natural beauty and good looks— 
were a poor marriage risk in the first 
place.” I drew back in mild surprise, but 
she only smiled, leaned backwards to pick 
up a record behind her, and went right on 
talking. 

“Tf that shocks you I meant for it to, so 
don’t be alarmed. Of course, we women 
all try to be beautiful and it’s a desirable 
thing. But in love—well, that’s another 
situation, and I think you’ll understand 
better after I’ve played this record. It’s 
a Calypso number I picked up a few days 
ago which offers some very thoughtful ad- 
vice concerning marriage and the pretty 
woman. Listen, and you'll see what I 
mean.” 

She spun the record on the player we 
used practicing walking exercises and in 
a moment the sound of bongo drums filled 
the room. I didn’t know what to expect, 
but just then a man’s voice gave out with 
the lyrics: 


If you want to be happy and live a 
king’s life, 

Never make a pretty woman your wife. 

All you got to do is just what I say, 

Then you'll be happy, merry and gay. 

So, from a logical point of view, 

Always marry a woman uglier than you. 


A pretty woman makes her husband look 
small 

And very often causes his downfall. 

As soon as she’s married, then and there 
she starts 

To do the things that will ache your 
heart. 

And when you think she’s belonging to 
you, 

She’s calling somebody else “doo-doo.” 


An ugly woman gives you your meals on 


time 

And tries to keep you comfortable in 
mind. 

At night when you lie upon your cozy 
bed, 


She'll kiss you, caress you, and scratch 
your head. 

Not a minute in the night will she leave 
you alone; 

For every mischief she will atone. 

So from a logical point of view, 

Always marry a woman uglier than you. 


I was amused when the record finally 
ended, and Mrs. Christine quickly capi- 
talized on my interest to begin lecturing 
me with a barrage of facts on beautiful 
women and marriage that I never dreamed 
anyone had ever bothered to think about. 

“From what you tell me,” she laughed, 
“your husband probably feels like the man 
singing the Calypso tune, but in his own 





immature way he expresses himself differ. 
ently. He rants and raves and quarrels 
with you, instead of trying to get you to 
understand what he really expects in a 
wife. He is suffering from the same atti- 
tude a lot of people have about pretty 
women. You know what I mean: ‘Beau- 
tiful but dumb.’ And unfortunately. so 
many women who are beautiful help keep 
the notion alive when they marry and be- 
come failures as wives. 

“Suppose we look at it this way. A 
woman’s goal in the game of love has two 
ends: to get a man—and to keep him the 
woman who succeeds only in the first one 
has failed, whether she admits this to her- 
self or not.” 

Then she picked up a book and read to 
me what the noted New York psychologist 
Theodor Reik once said: “ ‘The most beau- 
tiful women do not arouse on the. third 
day the same admiration as on the first; 
it seems that their beauty prevents, in 
some way or other, the process of crys- 
tallization which many consider essential 
in the development of love. Women who 
are not beautiful but have the attraction 
called ‘charm’ make an impression which 
is not as intense, perhaps, but more pro- 
found and longer lasting. It is not enough 
that a woman cast a strong spell over a 
man; the spell has also to continue in its 
effect and to increase in its intensity.’ ” 

She paused and waited for the words to 
sink in. I was listening intently and re- 
membering all too clearly how Eddie had 
started regarding me with indifference 
soon after our honeymoon was over. When 
I said nothing, Mrs. Christine talked on. 

“What your husband actually has been 
demonstrating against in these quarrels 
and emotional outbursts is you. Like the 
singer in the Calypso tune he is yearning 
for something you aren’t giving him. And 
that something—if my guess is correct—is 
perhaps a little affection occasionally on 
your part, coupled with a little more 
household organization and interest in the 
home and life he is trying to build for you. 
It’s not enough just to be beautiful and 
attractive for him, you’ve got to make him 
feel that it is you who cares for him, you 
who wants him, and you who appreciates 
his efforts in trying to build a home for 
the both of you. Lacking that, he draws 
himself into a shell and lashes out at you 
—the target of his hurt—when he feels 
it'll do the most good.” 


S SHE TALKED on I realized more 
and more why the happiness had 
flown out of my marriage. I saw clearly 
that it was I who was self-centered and 
unreasonable, never considering what 
would please Eddie or trying to measure 
up to even the minimum qualifications for 
my role as a wife. Growing up as a pam- 
pered, mothered child had left me_ ill- 
suited for marriage and I hadn’t realized 
it until just now. , 
Before I left the school that afternoon I 
knew that I could salvage my marriage, 
and after reading an article Mrs. Chris 
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tine gave me on the subject I was 
it The article, which had been 
by Dr. James F. Bender, founder 
rector of the National Institute of 
Relations, convinced me that I had every- 
thing to make up to Eddie as far as being 
a wife to him was concerned. It pointed 
out, as Mrs. Christine had said, that beau- 
tiful women are a poor risk in marriage 
because in many cases they are so used to 
adoration and having their every whim 
granted that they never learn to compro- 
mise. 

“Marriage is a partnership.” he wrote. 
“Both sides must have something to give 
it’? He went on to say that the “Plain 
Janes” usually make the best wives in the 
long run because they usually have to de- 
velop compensating qualities to win hus- 
bands in the first place. “They are good 
sports. They are loyal. They don’t ex- 
pect their husbands to be better than they 
are.” 

From that day to this I can truthfully 
say that our marriage has become some- 
thing close to ideal. It wasn’t easy at first, 
trying to learn in a little while all the 
things I should have picked up when I 
was growing up. And it wasn’t easy either 
to win back Eddie’s love in a short while, 
not after the months of bitterness and 
hatred we had lived through. But what 
Mrs. Christine and those other authorities 
said about giving affection instead of al- 
ways wanting to receive it worked like a 
charm for me in rebuilding the happiness 
I thought I had lost. 

Today, Eddie and I both look back 
sometimes and laugh about it all, but all 
I can say is this: A pretty woman might 
land the best catches, but if she knows as 
I do, she'll take a few tips from the 
“Plain Janes” on how to keep them. 

THE END 


Child Care 


(Continued from Page 46) 
J o 


father of the old school, the master of the 
house and his strict discipline affected the 
child. Denied any freedom at home, the 
little boy attempted to get rid of his feel- 
ings of aggression by bossing outsiders. 

Children who are insecure, who feel 
that their parents do not them or 
who are jealous of other children in the 
family often become overly-aggressive and 
if they are not checked and the cause 
eliminated they may become real problem 
children. The attitude toward a child to 
his parents often becomes the attitude of 
the individual to all authority. 

Children overly-aggressive 
tendencies should be handled firmly but 
kindly and should always know that even 
though they are being punished for being 
bad they are still loved. 

The little boy who said he was supposed 
to be a good boy some of the time and a 
bad boy some of the time is also old 
enough to learn that bad boys can expect 
some punishment. 


love 
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(Continued from Page 36) 


every- 


events of the war overshadowed 
thing else. Europe and America knew 
little about what was happening in North 
Africa. I lost touch with the outside 
Show business seemed remote and 
I had forgotten about my 
All that mattered the win- 
ning of the war. My thoughts often 
turned to France. to my home in Dordogne 
and to Paris the beautiful, conquered but 


world. 
unreal to me. 


career. was 


still resisting. 

On the North African the anti- 
Nazi forces contained men of many races 
and religions fighting side by side for a 
It was inspiring to be a 


front 


common cause. 
part of a great crusade which we all knew 
would ultimately result in the liberation 
of the continent of Europe from Nazi rule. 

I was on the move constantly, visiting 
British. French and American troops and 
was a labor of 


performing for them. It 
overwork and 


love. I became ill from 
had to be operated on six times. 


Once or twice I reached the critical 
stage, but I always managed to pull 
through. But the reports kept trickling 
out that I was slowly dying. Finally 


newspapers in the United States published 
a rumor that I had died. Some of my best 
friends mourned me. 

But I was very alive. I 
happy living in my little house in Mar- 
rakech and doing my bit for the Allies 
and hence for the cause of a free France. 

There are memories of the war that I 
want to keep. others that I with 
horror and a feeling of nausea. I saw 
death and devastation on a tremendous 
scale. I also saw the forces of freedom 
slowly reasserting themselves and a new 
I remember 


was 


much 


recall 


world coming into its own. 


crying while I watched the parade of 
American and French troops at Casa- 
blanca, November 11, 1942. 


American Ne- 


I SPENT much time with 
: Many of 


gro troops in North Africa. 
these GI’s became my good friends and 
I have since met them in other parts of 
the world. I discussed the problems of 
my people with these men and from them 
little—prog- 
the United 

They told 
me many encouraging things, but always 
they spoke with bitterness of having to 
serve their country in a Jim Crow army. 

Army segregation was strictly enforced 


learned how much—or how 
Negroes had made in 


States since my last visit there. 


ress 


by the U. S. military authorities in North 
Africa but I refused to accept it. Wher- 
ever I appeared I insisted that Negro 


troops be represented in the audiences. I 


would not sing to all-white audiences. 
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Sometimes my insistence on this principle 
created interesting situations. I refused 
to compromise on the issue, however. “No 
Jim Crow for me,” I told an American 
general in Casablanca. “We are all in this 
war together fighting for the same ideals. 
Why segregate men because they are 
black?” 

I was present at the gala opening of the 
American Red Cross club in Casablanca in 
1943. I was asked to come and was hon- 
ored. But I learned that the club was for 
Negro soldiers only. I didn’t like that and 
told the American generals what I thought 
of segregation. General Mark Clark. com- 
mander of U. S. forces in North Africa, 
was there. So was the late General George 
Patton and the British generals. Alexander 
and Cunningham. It was a glittering re- 
ception attended by high-ranking diplo- 
mats in full dress. But I could not help 
but be saddened by the thought that Negro 
soldiers could not mix with their white 
comrades in arms. 

I remember telling a Negro GI that 
night: “This thing won’t last forever. In our 
own lifetime we shall see men and women 
of all colors uniting to create a world 
without discrimination. We will look back 
on Jim Crow as a bad dream.” 

The war moved on from Africa to Italy, 
and from Italy Allied Forces swept north- 
ward. The great invasion of June 6, 1944 
on the Normandy coast was the beginning 
of a triumphant drive that liberated Paris 
and ended in Berlin. It was the beginning 
of the end for the Nazi power in Europe. 

The liberation of Paris occurred August 
25, 1944. I returned to my beloved capi- 
tal and was overjoyed to see “the city of 
light” free once more and still the most 
beautiful in the world. 

I went on with my work entertaining the 


troops. I toured the French Army zone in 
Germany. During this tour Jo Bouillon 


and I became engaged. We were married 
at the Chateau des Mirandes June 3, 1947. 
Jo and I have toured Europe and South 


America together. In 1948 we were in 
Mexico performing when an_ invitation 
came to visit the United States. We flew 


to Chicago and soon found ourselves busy 
preparing a revue-type musical that opened 
Christmas Day, 1947 in Boston. It was a 
failure. 

Paris Sings Again lasted three weeks, 
then closed. Jo and I went to New York 
and for the next several weeks lived in a 
number of hotels there. We weren’t very 
happy in New York that time because Jim 
Crow hit us full in the face wherever we 
turned. 

Friends had reserved a suite in an East 
Side hotel for us. We were hardly settled 
there before the manager called my hus- 
band. “How long do you intend to stay, 
Mr. Bouillon?” he asked. Jo answered, 
“Qur suite was reserved for one month.” 

“Sorry,” the manager said, “but there 
must be some mistake. Your 
available for today. It is rented for to- 
morrow.” 

Jo understood immediately and was furi- 


suite is 





ous. “Is it because my wife is a colored 
woman?” he asked the manager. 

“Sorry,” the manager said, suavely. 

We received the same treatment in a 
dozen hotels where we tried to get rooms, 
But we knew what the real reason was, 
No one was frank enough to admit that 
there was no room for a Negro. 

Finally we found rooms at the Gladstone 
Hotel on Park Avenue. Everything went 
smoothly until the third day when the 
comedy started all over again. The man- 
ager called on the telephone and said. “We 
are very sorry, Mr. Bouillon, but your 
rooms are rented for tomorrow.” 

Jo was angry and shouted “I am sorry 
too, but we are not leaving.” 

Meanwhile, we had discussed our 
troubles with that fine actor. Canada Lee, 
who promised to help us. He spoke to 
Mayor O'Dwyer. “Tell Mr. Bouillon and 
Miss Baker that the law is on their side,” 
the mayor told Canada. “If they are 
asked to leave their hotel they should let 
me know and I will intervene vigorously 
in their behalf.” Strengthened by the 
mayor’s message, Jo and I refused to move. 
The management did not insist that 
we leave. That evening, however, as was 
our custom, we ordered dinner to be served 
in our suite. The meal arrived but the 
waiters had “forgotten” to bring plates, 
silver, tablecloth and napkins! 

When we protested we were told, “Oh, 
we are sorry. We are short of these things 
at the moment.” When we rang for room 
service nobody came. One day our beds 
were left unmade all day. Another day 
the telephone service was cut off. Then 
we began to understand. The hotel man- 
agement could not force us to leave. but 
they were trying to make our stay so un- 
comfortable that we would leave volun- 
tarily. 

We left the hotel when I accepted an 
invitation to speak at Fiske University at 
Nashville. That was an interesting expe- 
rience for me. It was my first look at the 
Deep South. I travelled with a newspaper- 
man, Milton Smith, a witty and scholarly 
fellow who guided me through a bewilder- 
ing maze of fantastic racial customs and 
Jim Crow laws. I challenged the segrega- 
tion laws at several points in the South 
on this trip and met many Negroes who 
wanted a change in the pattern of race re- 
lations too. 

At Fiske I addressed the student body 
and was introduced by President Charles 
S. Johnson, eminent sociologist and presi- 
dent of the university. I gave several lec- 
tures while at Fiske, all on the same gen- 
eral subject, “France. North Africa and 
the equality of races in France.” After 
each lecture I was bombarded with ques- 
tions from all sides. “Are you an excep- 
tion in France?” “Are there marriages 
between white and colored?” “Can any 


Negro obtain a first-class position in 
France?” I answered these questions as 


best I could. It was all very stimulating 
and I regretted having to leave. 
We headed North and stopped at St. 





Louis. 
was ¥ 
way § 
crowd 
phers. 
jn St. 
New 
sylvat 
about 
treate 
and ¢€ 
happy} 
We 
went 
travel 
grant 
the V 
excite 
about 
enter 
could 
the p 
tries. 
— 
lifetir 
good. 


N] 
h 
lived 
full C 
I. | 
none 
as th 
the 
U.S. 
ust 8 
Th 
But | 
was | 
lieve 
came 
one 
ceive 
State 
cause 
and 
not % 
mone 
form 
not a 
Th 
my | 
to re 
ment 
ately 
ie 
owne 
perfe 
cond 
on d 
Dece 
ders! 
groe 
Cop: 
to \ 
stan 
to b 
Bea 
Be 
resu 
Mia 
in h 





-olored 


ly. 

t in a 
rooms, 
n Was, 
it that 


dstone 
; went 
nthe 
/ man- 
a “We 


your 
SOrry 


our 
| Lee, 
ke to 
1 and 
side.” 
are 
id let 
ously 
the 
nove, 
that 
was 
rved 
the 
ates, 


“Oh, 
ings 
oom 
eds 
day 
hen 
lan- 
but 
un- 
jun- 


an 
- at 
pe- 
the 


aa 


Vw 





Louis, my home town. My brother-in-law 
was waiting for me in the St. Louis rail- 
way station and he had brought along a 
crowd of newspapermen and _photogra- 
phers. After spending a few pleasant days 
in St. Louis with my family I returned to 
New York and was met by Jo at Penn- 
sylvania Station. He wanted to know all 
about the South and how Negroes are 
I told him what I had seen 
It made him very un- 


treated there. 
and experienced. 
happy. 

We did not stay long*in New York. We 
went back to Europe and continued our 
travels. A few months later we were 
granted a private audience by the Pope in 
the Vatican. Both Jo and I were terribly 
excited. The Pope asked me to tell him 
about my travels and experiences as an 
entertainer. I told him as simply as I 
could where I had been and talked about 
the people I had seen in the various coun- 
tries. 

“T have experienced many things in my 
lifetime,”’ I told the Pope. “Some of it was 
good. Some of it not so good.” 

ND THAT really sums up my life. It 
+% has not been all of one piece. I have 
lived a life of great variety. It has been 
full of surprises and unexpected thrills. 

I. have had my but 
none has been as rewarding and moving 
as the wonderful reception given me by 
the American public during my tour of 
U. S. theaters and clubs which ended Aug- 


share of success 


ust 8 in San Francisco. 

That tour was a great financial success. 
But it meant more than that to me. It 
was a triumph for a principle I had _ be- 
lieved in all my life—racial equality. I 
came to America last January to do only 
one thing—help my people. I had 
ceived many offers to appear in the United 
States but had turned them all down be- 
cause I did not feel I could perform here 
and still be true to my ideals. I could 
not accept Jim Crow. Regardless of the 
money involved, I was determined to per- 
form only where race discrimination was 
not a problem. 

Thus when I arrived in New York with 
my husband last October I had no plans 
I had engage- 


re- 


to remain in this country. 
ments in Mexico and went there immedi- 
ately. America was not on my schedule. 

I accepted an offer from Ned Schuyler, 
owner of Copa City in Miami Beach, to 
perform in his club only under certain 


conditions. Those conditions were agreed 
on during discussions held in Havana last 
December. First and foremost was an un- 


derstanding signed by Schuyler that Ne- 
groes were not to be barred from entering 
Copa City. I would not have agreed to go 
to Miami Beach under any other circum- 
stances. Secondly, my husband and I were 
to be lodged in a first-class hotel in Miami 
Beach. 

Both conditions were observed and as a 
result Negroes entered Copa City and other 
Miami Beach night clubs for the first time 
in history—through the front door! I am 
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WITH NEW, LONGLINE 
FRONT ZIPPER 


YOURS! Exciting new-fashion allure with never-before 
natural comfort and convenience. Just ZIP for instant 

FIT! No bulges anywhere ; powerful all Lastex action-back 
provides firm support without ugly crease marks. 


DESIGNED and tested to trim tummy, nip 
hips, give youthful, enticing uplift 
light, clever boning avoids cup pinching. 
Adjustable straps included. EXTRA! Smooth 
hook 'n eye front with self-lock zipper 
excitingly conforms to any plunge neck- 
line. And daringly new, wonderfully fit- 
ting front — zipper TRIOLETTE costs 
little more than longline bra alone! 


WHITE PINK BLUE BLACK 
A cup, 32-36 B cup, 34-40 
C cup, 36-42 


Send 20 Money! Order on 10 Day Trial! 


WILCO FASHIONS, Dept. TF69 
45 East 17th Street, New York 3, New York 


Yes! Please rush your Front-Zip TRIOLETTE at 5.95 
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RARO ROOT 


HELPING HAND BRAND CURIO 
Some people go to Voodoo Doctors 
to $25 for these Curios. 


EEL es 


and pay $5 






Used by many for job-getting, 
winning in love, cards, dice. Out- 
fit consists of big Curio Bag filled 
with Lodestones, Hi John the 
Conqueror, Hand Root, and Van 
Van Oil Sold ONLY as Curios, 
we make no other claims 
Send name 
a SEND NO MONEY S24, 7.2.° 


z . On arrival of Curios anc arr 
“LOVE ME EARRINGS pay postman only $1.98 plus C.0.D 
Wheel of Fortune Co. 


Dept. 500-H, 3016 W. Van Buren St., Chicago 12, Ill. 


rostage 
money back. 
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TWO NEW CARS 


NYLONS =» and as much as 
$120.00 in one week 
GUARANTEED NINE MONTHS | Poesca orchas ills with the 


Sensational Guarantee creat- 
ing a tremendous demand for 
Wilknit Nylons! If they run, 
wear outor evensnag fromany 
cause whatever... within NINE MONTHS. . . depending on 
progr ... they are replaced FREE OF CHARGE, No won- 
der it’s easy to quickly build up fine, steady, year-’round in- 
come, Earnings startimmediately. Look at these exceptional 
figures—Ralph Shearer made $67.11, first week— Mrs. Paul 
Estes, $42.92— Mrs. Ivey Gentry, $43.37. Doris Jensen in ad- 
dition to making as muchas $17.00 ina single day, earned two 
carsas EXTRA BONUSES. Learn how you can make money 
in your full or spare time without a bit of previous experience. 


SEND NO MONEY... Just Hose Size 


When you send for Selling Outfit, I also send your choice of 
Nylons or Socks for your personal use. Don’t lose a minute. 
Rush name on penny postcard for full money-making facts 
on Sensational Sales Kit. Send hose size, too. Lowell Wilkin, 
WILKNIT HOSIERY CO.,A4110 Midway,Greenfield, Ohio 


Send name for facts FREE. 
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2. plunge bra 






3.. waist nipper 
4. garter belt 









Hook ‘a eye front with soft 
cushion backing for smooth, 
firm fit. Equally alluring 
with easy-to-attach straps 



















perfect gifts 
Leathercraft is a simple and easy 
learn hobby that pays in money 


TANDY LEATHER COMPAN 
P.O. Box 397-G, Tulsa, Oklahoma 











Create beautiful belts, handbags, wal- 
lets and other leather items that make 
and are easy to sell. 
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enjoyment. Write for big FREE catalog. 


if 





The quick, low-cost 
way toa High School Diploma. 
No classes; pleasant, spare-time 
home training; approved sub- 
jects; credit for past schooling. 
If you've finished 8th grade and 
over17 years of age, mail coupon. 
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attacks 


If you suffer from asthma, it’s lucky 
you read this ad. ASKEF contains 
7 medicinal ingredients, which help 
in the relief of spasmodic attacks of 
bronchial asthma. There’s nothing 
like ASKEF. Here’s what ASKEF 
does for asthma sufferers: 


1. Relaxes the spasm in a jiffy. 
2. Lets you breathe free and easy. 
3. Brings up the tight phlegm. 

4. Relieves the coughing spells. 


ne t suffer, gasp, choke, ea — when you can 

RY ASKEF at our risk. Send money. Simply 
‘*I'll try ASKEF’’ on “4 "Dost card. When post- 
delivers, pay him only $3.00, plus postage. 
ss you get wonderful palliative relief, just write 
for your money back. If you enclose $3 .00 — we pay 
postage — same eer -back guarantee. Don't live in 
terror! Write today 


ASKEF CO., Lab. 25, 8 W. 45 St., New York 19 


















THE 
SKIN 
NOBODY 
LOVES! 


Pimples and Rashes 


Cancel out Romance! 


Why neglect an externally-caused pimply,. 
broken-out, blotchy skin that nobody loves to 
touch? Get Poslam Ointment — apply this 
wonderful medication tonight—then, examine 
your skin in the morning! Check the results 
after just one application. 


Contains 9 Ingredients! 

Because Poslam Ointment contains all NINE 
OF THE INGREDIENTS well known to skin 
specialists, it works faster, more effectively to 
help you to a finer, clearer complexion. Apply 
it after washing with non-alkali Poslam soap. 
it must delight you or your money bac 
Poslam Ointment costs only 60¢ at drue stores. 








SUBSCRIBE 


TO 


TAN 


CONFESSIONS 

















proud to have helped in bringing about 
these changes. There is much more to be 
done here in America and all across the 
world. 

I am glad I came back to the United 
States. The trip was inspiring to me be- 
cause it showed me how much hope there 
is in my native land for a true working 
democracy. My people are fighting for 
their rights and this makes my heart glad. 
I want to be with them in all their strug- 
gles and to lend my talent wherever it can 
do the most good. 


Life is meaningless unless it is lived 
with purpose. My main purpose now is 


to help my people. the Negro people of the 
world, to full freedom. It will be a long, 
hard struggle but we are going to win it. 
We shall win it because justice is on our 
side, and because God is behind our efforts. 

I am optimistic about the future. I be- 
lieve we shall have peace and that the 
peoples of the world will grow toward one 
another and there will be understanding 
among all men. Men must learn to know 
one another. Love will follow. As the 
“Shuffle Along” hit song said beauti- 
fully, Love Will Find A Way. 

Love is the basis of human happiness. 
Somehow we must all find it. 


THE END 


Your Handwriting 


(Continued from Page 12) 
o ) 


and shows these points: careful observa- 
tion of details. (small writing and narrow- 


ness), a reflective mind (vertical slant), 
ease of perception (letters joined to- 
gether). Even spacing of letters shows 


efforts to attain clearness of judgment. 
Strong will, great energy and vitality are 
indicated by firm “tt” crossing and heavy 
pressure. Our writer is a clear thinker 
(words legible). and capable of convey- 
ing ideas to others (open letters). 

Fig. II shows poor memory. The mixed 
slant of writing and irregular length shows 
restlessness and lack of inner firmness. 
The upward stroke slanted reveals aggres- 
siveness. Irregular distance between lines 
reveals the lack of ability to successfully 
keep intellectual order. To sum up this 
hurried neglected writing we see one who 
does not allow sufficient time for considera- 
tion and association of ideas. “She is, how- 
ever, aggressive, she tries to undertake too 
many things which shows danger of wast- 
ing energy. With her restlessness we know 
she feels uncertain about everyday affairs. 
Inasmuch as her intellectual capacity is 
not sufficiently developed, her memory is 
not good. 

An analysis of your handwriting pre- 
pared by me is now available to those 
wishing this service. Write me and I will 
send a brochure outlining the types of 
analysis. This scientific service is for the 
particular person who realizes the advan- 
tage of personal attention. Write Helen 


Sides, Tan Conressions, 1820 S. Michigan 
Ave., Chicago, Ill. 





Babies 
For 
Childless 
Couples 


(Continued from Page 48) 


With penicillin and the arsenical drugs, 
people who have been childless because of 
this disease can now look forward to chil- 
dren. 

Much more serious are the diseases 
which directly affect the organs that have 
to do with procreation because their action 
is often such that no cure is possible. 
Some of the diseases mentioned above act 
on the sex glands so that at first they will 
produce defective germ cells but with con- 
tinued action the glands are not able to 
function at all. Not only will they be 
unable to produce germ cells but they 
cannot secrete the vitally essential sex 
hormones. Once a sex gland is destroyed 
by disease it cannot regenerate and the 
victim is just as impotent as if he were 
surgically castrated. Certain infections 
seem to have a marked tendency to “settle” 
in the sex glands to produce sterility. This 
is particularly true of mumps when this 
disease occurs in adults. Sometimes in the 
male the sex glands may function properly 
but the fluids containing the germ cells 
they produce cannot escape because the 
passageways through which they travel are 
blocked by a stricture or a tumor. 

In the female the events culminating in 
conception and delivery of a full grown 
infant are much more elaborate and com- 
plicated than those in the male. There- 
fore the opportunity for something to go 
wrong is greater. Each month the ovary 
—the female sex gland—produces a ma- 
ture ovum. This egg cell bursts through 
the surface of the ovary to drop into the 
mouth of the fallopian tube and to travel 
through these tubes into the cavity of the 
uterus or womb. At the same time several 
sex hormones are being secreted which act 
on the sex organs preparing them for 

conception. Inside the uterus the egg cell 
may meet with a spermatozoon. When the 
two meet and unite fertilization takes 
place. The product becomes imbedded 
in the wall of the uterus to grow into the 
fetus which when discharged after a pe- 
riod of about nine months is the newborn 
child. In order to grow properly in the 
womb the fetus must be supplied with 
copious amounts of nourishing blood 
through the blood vessels in the wall of the 
uterus, 

Each one of these processes. beginning 
with the discharge of the egg cell from the 
ovary and ending with the delivery of a 
mature infant at term, may be interfered 
with by some disease process to cause 
either sterility or death of the fetus before 
it is ready for delivery. Certain infections, 
particularly gonorrhea, may seal off the 
surface of the ovary so that the mature 








ovum 
infecti 
lopian 
of the 
passas 
strictu 
one of 
ity in 
Onc 
ovum 
from 
The f 
being 
the ul 
the w 
organ 
infect 
horm« 
embry 
stages 
the fe 
before 
in ab 
cause 
often 
the m 
of the 
x. « 
the q 
fetus 
be th 
too eé 
ably ¢ 
poor. 
If 
to a 
he wi 
spous 
this « 
quate 
the d 
mato; 
norm. 
scope 
if the 
they | 
corre’ 
strate 
tion i 
exam 
founc 
is di: 
the d 
antib 
can 
are 0 
just < 
line | 
to in 
of ste 
or ir 
defici 
drug: 
It 
takin 
caref 
able 
healt 
satis: 
this, 





at 


drugs, 
ause of 
‘0 chil- 


iseases 
t have 
action 
ssible, 
ve act 
y will 
h con- 
ble to 
ey be 

they 
1 sex 
royed 
d the 
were 
ctions 
ettle” 
This 
| this 
n the 
perly 
cells 
> the 
1 are 


1g in 
rown 
com- 
nere- 
0 go 
vary 
ma- 
yugh 
the 
avel 
the 
eral 
act 
for 
cell 
the 
kes 
ded 
the 
pe- 
orn 
the 
ith 
vod 
the 


ng 


he 








ovum cannot escape from it. These same 
infections may close the mouth of the fal- 
lopian tubes thus preventing the entrance 
of the ovum. Or they may obstruct the 
passage through the tube with pus or with 
strictures of scar tissue. Gonorrhea is thus 
one of the most important causes of steril- 
ity in the female. 

‘Once inside the cavity of the uterus the 
ovum or the embryonic child developing 
from it may meet with further trouble. 
The fertilized ovum may find difficulty in 
being properly implanted in the wall of 
the uterus because the uterus may be in 
the wrong position, or the lining of this 
organ may the result of 
infection, tumors. or poor circulation, or 
hormones which prepare the uterus for the 
embryo may be deficient. Often the first 
stages of conception occur successfully but 
the fetus will die at some later period 
before full growth is completed resulting 
in abortion stillbirth. This may 
caused by injury to the mother but more 
often it is the result of disease. If either 
the mother or father has syphilis the germ 
of the disease will infect the fetus and kill 
it. Or the mother may be and 
the quality of the blood delivered to the 
fetus is insufficient to support life. It may 
be that the fetus detached 
too early from the wall of the uterus, prob- 
ably as the result of hormone deficiency or 


be diseased as 


or be 


anemic 


will become 


poor circulation. 

If a barren couple presents its problem 
to a doctor for help the first thing that 
he will do is to make a blood test of each 
spouse for syphilis. When the test shows 
this disease to be present both are ade- 
quately treated. If syphilis is ruled out, 
the doctor will then determine if the sper- 
matozoa of the husband are viable and of 
normal structure. He will micro- 
scope to see if they are actively motile or 


use a 


if they are of normal size and shape. If 
they are not the cause must be sought and 
corrected. But if in this way it is demon- 
strated that the husband is fertile, atten- 
tion is then turned to the wife. By manual 
examination the position of the uterus is 
found and the presence of diseased tubes 
is discovered. If gonorrhea is suspected 
the disease is treated the modern way with 
antibiotics and sulfa drugs. The doctor 
can use the fluoroscope to see if the tubes 
are open. He may use air to open them 
just as a mechanic “blows out” the gasoline 
line in a car. 
to in order to find more exactly the cause 
of sterility, or to remove scars on the ovary 


Operation may be resorted 


or in the tubes. Anemia and hormone 
deficiencies are treated with the correct 
drugs. 


It is gratifying to know that with pains- 
taking study and examination and with 
careful and skillful treatment doctors are 
able to bless childless couples with a 
healthy child. There is reward 
satisfying to a doctor than to be able to do 
this, 


no so 


We 
Played 
With 
Hell 





(Continued from Page 31) 


and the phone rang. I hopped up and ran 
to the living room to answer it. 

“Randy on this end,” I said into it. 
“Who’s yonder?” 

“Peco. Hey look, man—did you hear 
about Gay? I mean about her being in 
the hospital?” 

“What! Are you kidding?” 

“Aw, heck You know I 
wouldn’t jive about anything like that.” 

“What—what happened? Did she get 
hurt or something? Why I just saw her 
this morning and—” 

*Man—listen,” Peco said. lowering his 
voice. “I don’t know for sure, but I hear 
she’s got some kind of blood infection.” 

“Blood infection? How in the world— 

“T hear,” Peco said, his voice even lower, 
“She’s been fooling around at the shooting 
maybe she got a dirty spike.” 


no, man. 


gallery. So 

“Oh—no! She promised—” 

“Yeah, yeah. But look man—I've gotta 
sign off. I called you first on account of 
Gay’s your babe. But I gotta locate Ziggy 
and Pete and Boots and them—you know 
—and tell them to up—fast. On 
account of if Gay washes out, the opskay 
will be iffngsnay around.” 

“Oh no,” I groaned. “Gay isn’t going to 


clean 


die, is she?” 

“Well I sure hope not. man. I said if 
she does. And man, listen—we all got to 
clam up. Savvy?” 

“Yeah,” I said dully. 

“See you later. "Bye now.” He hung up 
and I stood frozenly holding the phone. 

Mother came in and demanded anx- 
iously, “What’s wrong? You look ill.” 

“Gay’s in the hospital,” I told her, try- 
ing to keep the quiver out of my lips and 
voice. “She’s—she’s got blood poisoning, 
or something.” 

“Oh, heavens! 

Pop stuck his 
“What's the fuss?” 

“Gaynelle’s in the hospital,” my mother 
told him excitedly. “Blood poisoning!” 

“Great guns! Why—why that could be 
serious. How—” 

“Poor Mayme,” Mom cried, wringing her 
hands. “I know she’s frantic. We'd better 
go right over, John.” 

Pop still had his napkin in his hand 
and he dropped it, and grabbed his jacket 
off a chair and headed for the garage. 
“Tl get the car out, Grace. Meet you in 
the driveway.” 

Mom rushed into her bedroom and got 
a wrap. As she hurried to the front door, 


The poor child!” 


head into the room. 


she said. “Aren’t you coming, son?” 

I had sunk on the sofa, was sitting there 
squeezing my hands between my knees, 
staring at nothing, my middle full of ice. 











Amazing NU-YUTH 
HIDEAWAY BRA 
Now large bust women can 
have a new, shapely breast 
loveliness. Look youthful 
easily trim in your new 
hide-away NU-YUTH BRA. 
This wonderful NEW bra 
design permits you to hide 
away the “extra” in both 
bosom and tummy. In sec- 
onds look SLIMMER... 
YOUNGER ... MORE ATTRAC- 
TIVE. Say goodbye to the 
Sagging, heavy, wide bust. 
Amazing new magic laced 
midriff gives you custom- 
made comfort and fit... lets 
you regulate your own size 
...made of miracle-wear, 
super-carded, pre-shrunk 
broadcloth with strain- 
resisting custom stitching 
for extra comfort and long 
wear. SIZES 34 to 52—B, C, 
D cups. Wear 10 days free 
... RUSH COUPON! 





Most Flattering 
Full Length Bra 


Ever Created. 











1. Special design 
control cups, for 
maximum support 
and youthful separa 
tion. 

2. Exclusive, ad- 
justable midriff gives 
custom - made fit. 
Does away with un- 
sightly “‘tires’’ with- 
out binding and dis- 
comforts. No ridges 
in flesh. 

3. V-Shaped, elas- 
hicized inserts breathe 
right with you. 

4. Ingenious figure 
control fasteners 
make it easy to put 
on or take off, 




























Reduces large 
Appearance 
SIZES in Seconds 
34 to Adjust NU-YUTH only 
52 to contowr you $998 
wan! 





The S$. J. Wegman Co., Dept. A43 
836 Broadway, New York 3, N. Y. 
Send my ‘‘NU-YUTH"’ Bra by return mail. If | am 
not 100% delighted I'll send it back in 10 days for 
full purchase price refund. 

How Many?. (2 for $5.85) 

Bust size 00 Cinna 
0) Send C. 0. D. I'll pay postman $2.98 plus 





postage. 

© Enclosed find $2.98. S$. J. Wegman Co. will pay 
postage. 
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0 Send your songs or poems today. Music 
| 0 y written for your words without charge. 


































Records, copies, copyright furnished. We 
have helped many new writers find their 
first success. Let us try to help you. 
HOLLYWOOD TUNESMITHS 
1558 N. Vine St.. Dept. FF-41, Hollywood 28. Cal 
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Now it can be yours... 
a real diamond... 
“e ‘i ed =. of beauty! 
m4 ink of it—a genuine 
aon Mapa diamond in a 10 Karat 
quisite gold — - #* GOLD mounting — at 
Sting’ tin Sn oS a oe pn 
% .31 plus Federal Tax 
pape wees ~$9.98 total! Ins., P.Pd. 
Why settle for cheap imitations when you can now 
afford beautiful sparkling diamonds—brought to 
you direct— by GENUINE DIAMOND CO. You 
get a Registered Genuine Diamond Bond. 
A genuine diamond ring will be your pride and 
joy ... the envy of your friends. Order TODAY, 
giving ring size. Send check or money-order. On 
€0.D.'s. you pay postman plus small fee. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE if not satisfied 
during 10-day inspection period. 


GENUINE DIAMOND CO. 
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Complete 
por auty ht! 


No single hair prep- 
aration can completely 
beautify your hair. 


MAC Home Kit contains all FOUR of the 
basic, necessary ingredients to give you 
that perfect hair groom. So easy fo use. 


MAC Crudoline Scalp Oil. 

Quick, lasting relief from embarrassing 
dandruff, dry, falling hair, split ends. Give 
yourself a rich treat with a hot oil treatment. 


MAC Emulsifier. 

A super lather hair cleanser. Softens the most 
unruly hair. Brings out natural gloss and luster. 
Not just a shampoo. Safe, and so easy to use. 


MAC Pressing Oil. 

For Glamorous Appearance. Process blended 
to eliminate greasy looking hair. Holds curls 
and waves for weeks, even in hottest weather, 
when used according to directions. 


MAC Brilliantine. 

For the ultimate in smart grooming. Fora 
rich feeling of satisfaction top off with this 
exquisite brilliantine. Your hair will be lus- 
trous and universally admired. 





i) 


Satisfaction Guaranteed! 


MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 





! MAC COMPANY, 4015 INDIANA AVE. ! 
| CHICAGO 15, ILLINOIS, Department G ! 
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—y so-called Good Luck 
Roots areof the HIGHEST 
QUALITY... Many persons 
pay ne tegman d carry these 
‘One”’ to bring 

Goo” LUCK ts LOVE, 
Games of Chance, Money 
Affairs, etc., Ba other to 
ward off BAD LUCK and 
Ys unwanted things like Evil, 
Jinxes, Crossed Conditions, ete. We make 
no such claims and sell as Curiosonly. We 
GUARANTEE these ROOTS to beof Extra 
High Quality and mail a Pair of Roots in 
a Plain Package, Sealed and _ Postpaid 
and include a Bottle of so-called MONEY 
DRAWING OIL. Also a Special Carrying 
Bag —all 4 items for only $2—Also mailed 
COD at same price with Postage & COD fees added. 
MID-WEST CURIOS P. O. Box 2057 
Dept. R-86 Kansas City 13, Mo. 





















Attractive, STYLISH WATCH 
contains ‘two Large Birthmonth Sparklers 
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ND “aa MONEY! Just name, a 
BirthDate ¥ postman C.O.D. $7.: 
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DOCTORS WARN ALL WOMEN! 


4 well-known New York physician warns women not to 
‘ Leucorrhea (the Whites). Ile says it is one of the 
on of all complaints among girls and women 
To relieve the discomfort of Leucorrhea, in 














( quiring medical attention, he recommends 
hing with Avex the clinically-tested cleansing 

powder, Avex helps remove temporary discharge 
relieves itching, soothes and cools irritated 
hides embarrassing odors. 


ng use, 


tissue, 


Thousands of women use Avex and praise it highly. You 
y it yourself without risking a penny. Order a box 
2 douche powders today. Use 3. If not completely sat- 
return unused portion of package and you'll get 
1 toney back. SEND NO MONEY. PAY postman $1 
is postage and C.O.D. charges. Large Economy Size 3 
Ss as much $2 (you save $1). If you send cash with 
order we pay postage. Order today on money-back 
gu antee, 

ZOAK, INCORPORATED 

Dept. 12-3 New York 31, 


2 Broadway N.Y. 











I knew if I said even one word Id bust 
out bawling. So I just shook my head. 

Mom opened the door and stepped out 
on the porch. “Well—don’t worry too 
much, dear. Maybe—” 

Pop, gunning the Buick up the drive 
beside the house. slammed on the brakes 
just then. Pop yelled, “Hey, Grace! Come 
on!” Mom vanished from the doorway and 
I heard the car zoom off. 

The house seemed suddenly as still as 
a tomb. Then somebody started sniffling. 
and it was me. I tried to knuckle the 
water from my eyes. but it kept coming. 

I was still crying I don’t know how 
much later when the sudden peal of the 
door chimes startled me. Hastily sleeving 
my face dry. I went to the door. 


“Hi, Randy.” Jake greeted. boisterous 
as usual. Then he whispered, “Your folks 
home?” 

“Naw. Come on in.” 

“Ain’t got time, man. How're you 
fixed?” 

“Huh?” 


“Aw man, what ails you. I asked how 
you're stacking. I got a fine new chick 
staked out and I[ just gotta borrow at least 
a stick.” 


“I'm clean,” I lied, wishing he’d go. 
“Aw man, ain’t you even got a long 


roach stashed somewheres? I'll pay you 


‘back. I always do, don’t I?” 


I shook my head. 


“Say man, what’s got you? You high?” 


“Gay’s in the hospital. Blood poison- 
ing.” 
“Wow! What happened? She got a 


rusty nail in her foot or something?” 

“Peco said maybe she got it at the 
shooting gallery.” 

“Uh-uh? Man, that’s bad.” 

“You're telling me?” 

“Randy—you ain’t in that kick?” 

“No.” 

“Was—Gay? I mean—” 

“Aw, she tried it at Lulu’s a couple of 
times. But she promised me—” 

“Randy—I’m your cousin, man. You 
know I don’t mean you anything but good. 
And I hate to spill this kind of stuff. But 
I got to ask you something. Did you know 
about Juan—and Gay?” 

I felt my jaw harden as I stared at him. 
Then I said harshly, “I didn’t know. Do 
you know?” 

Jake, short, chunky, solid, seemed to 
balloon and his voice seemed to come from 
a million miles away as he said slowly. 
“I know, Randy. I know. And I know 
something else: Juan is back of Doc Gilp 
and the shooting gallery. Add it up, man.” 

“Jake, if you are my friend you won't 
horse around. Lay it out, will you? Man, 
I’ve got to know. I’ve got to!” 

“Take it easy,” Jake urged. “Besides, I 
didn’t say Gay  actually—uh—messed 
around with that slick-haired joker. But 
she’s been making Lulu’s, solo two, three 
times a week, here of late. And the way 
I hear it, Juan fixed it up for her to get 
ole Doc Gilp to pop her up any time she 
wanted it.” 





“For free, of course,” I said bitterly, 

“I reckon so. You gotta remember Gay’s 
a gorgeous number, man. Even in Juan’s 
league.” 

“The rotten, dirty . . .!” I 
savagely. “Ill get him for this!” 

“T wouldn’t try nothing like that,” Jake 
warned. “That joker may look like a good 
breeze would blow him and his pretty face 
away like a dry leaf. But it ain’t like that. 
man. He’s as dangerous as a cobra—and 
as fast. And man, he’s always got the dif- 
ference on him. And he’ll use it. That | 
know.” 

“Jake,” I said suspiciously. “You know 
a hell of a lot more than I ever thought 
you did. You’re not pushing jive or any- 
thing for that louse are you?” 


growled 


“Course not,” Jake disclaimed hotly. 
“And I’m still on the gage train, not the 


mainline, either. And the reason I know 
a few things is I hang out on the Avenue 
a lot, in the joints and pool halls. And I 
hear lotsa stuff. man.” 

He lit a cigarette and added, “Like I 


heard a long time ago how that ole hop- 
head Doe Gilp don’t always sterilize his 
outfit, And Gay wouldn't be the first to 
get a dirty spike in her arm from him. 
They say a guy ended up out at the county 
hospital a couple of months ago from one 
that ole hophead punched him with.” 

“Did the guy—die?” I asked unhappily. 

“Uh—well, yeah, he did, Randy.” Jake 
shoved his hands in his pockets—‘Man, I 
got to cut out. That chick’s still waitin’ 
for me—I hope. If I could only locate 
Peco or Ziggy or some of them I'd be set. 
[ got two bucks. I was gonna buy four 
sticks.” 

“I just remembered I have got some jive 
stashed,” I said dully. “Come on in and 
Pll find it.” 

I led him into the house and went into 
the backyard. In the alley I got my reefers 
from inside a mashed old tin can in a 
clump of weeds back of a neighbor’s coal 


shed. They were wrapped in tinfoil and 
there were four of the thin gage-fags. 


When I returned to the house I gave Jake 


one and he took off—fast. 


STOOD by the front door after he’d 

gone. I stood there a long time, staring 
up the street in the direction he’d gone. 
But I wasn’t seeing anything, at least. 
nothing real. Because a movie-reel was 
unwinding crazily in my head in a jerky 
series of blurred scenes, one of which kept 
repeating itself. And that one was of Gay. 
in a hospital bed, her face twisted in ter- 
rible agony, and .. . she was dying .. . 

With a muffled cry I stumbled back into 
the house and slammed the door and stood 
in the hall and hammered my fists against 
the wall. But that didn’t stop those awful 
scenes from forming on the screen of my 
mind. And after a while I stopped, con- 
scious of my bruised knuckles, but feeling 
no pain in them. But the movie reel didn’t 
stop. 

I just couldn’t take it. Maybe there was 
a doze drop—a barbital tablet-—somewhere 
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in my room that I’d overlooked. I went 
and hunted. No dice. A couple of benze- 
drine tablets, but no sleeping pills. And 
goodness knows, bennies were the last 
things I wanted, because they'd keep me 
awake and what I needed was to sleep— 
to escape the fear. the burning regret, the 
terrible guilt which tormented me. 

Then I remembered the three sticks of 
gage in my pocket. You could knock your- 
self out with gage if you took on an over- 
load, fast. I went to my bedroom. wetted 
one down with my tongue, lit it. sucked 
the smoke down deep, held my breath as 
long as I could before releasing it. 

I burned down one stick, then another 
and the stuff began to come on, slow at 
first, then fast, then finally in a flood in 
which all my thoughts and _ feelings 
blurred, got scrambled in a clouded whirl 
that surrounded me, walled me in a silent 
vacuum of nothingness .. . I went out like 
a light. 

It was a good thing I woke up next 
morning before Mom came to shake me to 
life, as she had to do almost every day. 
I lay across the bed in my street clothes. 
My head was splitting. My mouth was dry. 
full of fur. It took quite a while for me to 
get together, to force myself up. and to 
the bathroom. I took off my clothes. 
washed my teeth, showered. ending with 
the water on cold. Afterward. I gulped 
three aspirins, dressed, went into the kit- 
chen and made coffee. 

The kitchen clock said it was only six. 
even then. I hadn’t been up that early for 
a long time. Mom herself didn’t get up 
until seven. The sun was bright already 
and it felt good as I sat at a table in front 
of a window where it flooded in, because 
I was kind of chilly. like little cold breezes 
were blowing against my spine. The hot 
coffee went good, too. And after a while 
I felt better. But . I also began re- 
membering. About Gay. About lots of 
things. And I wished I was dead. 

I didn’t hear Mom come into the kitchen. 
I jumped when she spoke. 

“Mmm. Coffee!” she said, sniffing. “And 
up so early, too.” Her voice had been light. 
almost laughing. It sobered as she asked. 
“You don’t feel well, dear? You look tired. 
[—” 

“Mom,” I burst forth, “How’s Gay. I 
mean—” 

“I'm going to call Mayme in a few 
minutes,” she “When we left last 
night—Well, we’re hoping for the best.” 

“Mom! Tell me the truth. Is Gay- 
going to—die?” 


said. 


My mother kept ‘her eyes on the coffee 
she was pouring for herself. “All we can 
pray 
quietly. “Her condition is serious, Randy. 


do is that she won't.” she said 


She sat down across the 


table from me, stirring sugar into her cof- 


Very serious.” 


fee. “Randy,” she said slowly, “The doc- 
tors say Gay’s infection came from an 
Her 
lifted, probed into mine. “Do you know 
anything about that?” 


unclean hypodermic needle.” eyes 


“A hypodermic needle?” I exclaimed, 
playing dumb. “What would she be doing 
with anything like that?” 

My mother sighed, and took a sip of 
coffee. “We haven’t any idea. Because the 
idea that the child was using—dope, or 
anything—Why that’s fantastic.” 

“Tt sure is.” I agreed. shoving up from my 
chair to avoid meeting her clear gaze. “It’s 
seven.” I added. “Why don’t you call Gay’s 
house, Mom. Maybe—well, Gay might be 
better by now.” 

Mom patted my hand and said gently, 
“T don’t want to bother Mayme so early. 
We were with her and Steve until past 
midnight. But I'll call the hospital.” 

“Which one is she in?” I asked. 

“The Angel of Mercy. But nobody can 
see her. Randy, if that was what you were 
thinking of.” 

She went to make the call and I stood 
gripping the chair I'd been sitting in, and 
I just knew she’d return with bad news 
and my heart froze and I told myself 
violently that if Gay died. I'd kill myself. 
But I'd kill somebody else first—somebody 
known as Juan, a guy with a face like a 
bronze doll’s—and a heart like the devil’s. 
’'d— 

“Gay’s condition is unchanged,” Mom 
said. returning. “That’s something. At 
least- 

I mumbled “Yeah,” and got out of the 
kitchen and into my room and started pac- 
ing around, wanting to smash something, 
to do something violent enough to ease the 
awful pressure I felt building up inside 
me, inside my body, my head. like pretty 
quick I was going to explode. 

“That kind of stuff won’t do any good,” 
Pop said from the doorway. I whirled and 
there he stood in robe and slippers, look- 
he added, 


Your 


ing straight at me. “Unless.” 
holding my gaze with his. “ con- 
science is bothering you.” 

His words made a thrill of fear shoot 
through me. For an awful. panicky sec- 
ond or two I was sure he had found out 
something. But how could he? And I 
blurted, “What are you talking about, 
Pop?” 

“Are you sure you don’t know?” he de- 
manded sharply, his eyes stabbing into 
mine so hard it hurt. Somehow I managed 
to meet his searching, suspicious stare. 

“All I know is that Gay’s awfully sick,” 


I muttered. “Mom called the hospital 
and—” 
“I know. She told me. And that’s not 


what I’m talking about. Randy.” His voice 
grew stern. “This is serious business, son. 
And if you know anything about it, you’d 
better tell me. You kids at high school 
aren’t playing around with narcotics or 
anything, are you?” 

It was like having to let somebody stick 
needles into your eyes, having my father 
look at me like that. “Of course not,” I 
exclaimed. “Whatever gave you that idea, 
Pop?” 

“I've heard rumors for a long time,” 
Pop told me, holding me with his watchful 
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look. “And Gay was using something— 
heroin, the doctors at the hospital think,” 

“If she was,” I declared, trying to sound 
innocent, “I didn’t know anything about 
a” 

“Well, she was,” my father asserted 
erimly. “And since you two were always 
together, I don’t see how you wouldn't 
have known about it.” 

“Aw, for crying out loud, Pop,” I pro- 
tested, “If I'd known about it, don’t you 
think I’d have done something about it? I 
mean—” 

“T certainly would have thought so, 
son,” he sighed. “If you are telling me the 
truth—” 

“T am,” I cried. “I am telling the truth. 
I swear it!” 

“Okay, boy,” Pop said heavily. “I be- 
lieve you. I was sure no son of mine would 
be so stupid as to fool around with drugs 
or anything like that. And that kind of 
thing is stupid—and dangerous. You know 
that, I’m sure.” 

“Of course, I know it.” I exclaimed. 

“Well, I'd better get washed,” Pop said, 
turning away. “Breakfast will be ready in 
a few minutes. And Randy—” 

“Yes sir?” 

“Don’t worry too much about Gay.” 

“Pop—how can I help it? She’s the 
only girl I ever went with. From grammar 
school, on. J—I—” 

My voice started acting up, and I turned 
my back on Pop and he said gruffly, “I 
know, boy. But after all, the child may 
recover, So—take it easy.” 

Take it easy. Words. Just words... 


GOT a shock after Pop went on to the 

bathroom, for right on the nightstand 
beside my bed were the two roaches—the 
two butts of the reefers I'd smoked last 
ight. They weren’t even in my ash tray. 
Worse, right beside them on a scrap of 
tinfoil, was a full one, a thin tube 
wrapped in brown rice paper. My heart 
skidded. Because Pop might have noticed 
it, might have picked it up. examined it, 
asked about it. Even if he wasn’t hep 
about gage. he would have known some- 
thing was wrong, because of the brown 
paper, because of its smallness in com- 
parison with regular tobacco cigarettes. 
(nd it would have been easy for him to 
find out it was filled with something else 
beside tobacco—something green and 
flakey. And then— 

In guilty panic I wrapped the roaches 
and the untouched reefer in the tinfoil 
and shoved it into my pocket. And I 
thought I must have really been off my 
rocker the night before. Because the very 
first thing a guy learns when he gets in 
the gage kick is to never—but never— 
leave a roach around in the open. He gets 
that drilled into him by other kids who 
blow tea, by guys that sell it. No matter 
how high you get, you’re supposed to 
remember that—or you'll land in jail. 

\Miom called me to breakfast. I couldn’t 
eat much—for once. And the gage in my 
pocket burned like it was hot, made me 


Q 
o 


nervous, as though my father could look 
right through my clothes and see it. I 
gulped some orange juice, and a glass of 
milk, and made a couple of passes at a 
half-of cantaloupe, then quit trying. Mom 
and Pop exchanged glances as I left the 
table, but neither said anything. Ordinarily 
a lack of appetite on my part would have 
set Mom cross-questioning me about what 
was wrong, or if I was sick or anything. 
Because a guy as big as me, a_ husky 
eighteen-year-old who was still growing, 
can really stow away provisions, as they 
well knew. But they also knew how bad 
I was feeling about Gay and didn’t com- 
ment this time. 

I went out into the backyard and stashed 
my gage in a rosebush, then tried to fiddle 
around with my cutdown Model A jalopy. 
For once I couldn’t work up any interest 
in it. I clumped back into the house just 
as Pop was leaving for the sub-post office 
where he’s the assistant superintendent. 
And Mom was in her usual morning rush 
before she took off for the school where 
she taught the fourth grade. 

She left at fifteen after eight, warning 
me I'd better get ready for school myself. 
The minute she was out of the house I 
went back into the yard and got my gage, 
then slipped in the garage to light up. I 
only took three or four good drags, but 
that was enough, for the kick came on 
pretty quick, as though it was waking up 
the load I'd taken on the night before. 

I thought I was going to feel better, but 
right away I got to thinking about Gay 
again. Even though my watch said it was 
a quarter to nine, I slow-dragged out to 
my jalopy like I had all day to get to 
school. 

Just as I was climbing into it, it started 
drizzling and I strolled back into the house 
and took my time getting my _ slicker. 
Then, when I was about to get into my 
car again, I remembered I hadn’t locked 
up and I went back and took care of that. 
Jackson High was only eight or nine 
blocks from home and when I parked a 
half block from it a few minutes later it 
was five to nine and the rain was coming 
down hard. 

I knew I had to hustle or be late for my 
first class—political science, which I liked 
and never cut—ordinarily. But neither 
that nor the downpour made me _ hurry 
when I got out of my buggy and headed 
for school. Because I felt like I was pack- 
ing a ton of lead, which I was—right on 
my heart. Leastways, that’s how it felt. 

Somebody pounded up behind me. It 
was Ziggy. his long legs flying. 

“Man,” he yelled as he zipped past, 
“You better step on it or you'll be late!” 

I didn’t even look up, didn’t care if I 
was late, didn’t care if I never saw school 
again. I wished I never had. Then maybe 
Gay wouldn’t be in the hospital, her life 
hanging on a thread. Because who had 
tricked her into the kick which had 
brought that about? 

Yeah, who but me? 

I didn’t mean for it to turn out like that, 





naturally. Even if I hadn’t been crazy 
about her, I wouldn’t have finagled her 
or anybody else into anything which would 
end up like that. But I didn’t have brains 
enough to stay out of the gage kick myself. 
Maybe I'd better say, I didn’t have brains, 
period. Because I got tricked into the 
kick myself. Only, I didn’t go all out for 
it, and more, like Gay did. 

An auto horn almost blasted me out of 
my skin and I leaped like a startled kan- 
garoo and a man leaned out of a car 
window and yelled, “What’s wrong with 
you, you crazy fool? Wanna get yourself 
killed?” 

It was like being suddenly blasted out 
of a deep sleep and finding yourself in the 
middle of a street with cars whizzing by 
on either side, all of them seemingly 
headed directly at you. It was enough to 
jar me out of my gage-daze, to stimulate 
me to do some fancy broken-field running 
to the sidewalk where I slumped against 
a light pole, my heart thudding so hard I 
could hardly breathe. 

At the corner a street sign blurred into 
focus. It read Alaman Boulevard. I 
wondered hazily how I'd gotten away over 
there, about ten blocks from school. 

But I knew. I'd had lapses like this 
before when I was high on tea. Once I 
drove around for hours, all over town, I 
guess. trying to remember where I lived, 
and how to find my way there. I made a 
joke of it to the gang and we all cackled 
over it because it was the kind of simple- 
simon thing which had happened to all of 
us when we had enough “altitude.” 

But this time it wasn’t funny. Because 
I had wandered right into a street full of 
fast traffic and by rights, I ought to have 
been killed. Well, maybe that would have 
been a good thing. That was my morose 
thought. But actually I was darn glad I'd 
lucked out on death. 

Yes—but how about Gay? Would she be 
as lucky? The question blazed through my 
head in neon letters, made my heart sink. 

My watch said nine-thirty. Now I was 
really late for school. Then I remembered. 
School didn’t matter—not now. Nothing 
did. Except Gay. She mattered and, I 
realized now, she always had, from the 
time we were little kids. Our folks laughed 
about it, called it puppy love. And as we 
got into our teens and still were con- 
stantly together, our parents joked among 
themselves about our “affair.” which they 
seemed to think was “cute.” But they were 
pleased, hoped it would last, that we'd 
one day marry and link our families by 
blood as well as by friendship. 

And it had lasted and it became more 
than puppy-love, grew into something wild 
and sweet, stirred new, strange currents 
in the swiftly growing flood of our youth. 

Living within a few blocks of each other, 
it was easy for us to be together. One of 
us was forever in the other’s house. We 
attended the same _ schools, the same 
classes. And never in our lives had one 
gone to a party, movie, church or Sunday 
school with another boy or girl. It was 
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always Gay and Randy. 

Gay and I were both popular with our 
high school mates, but we got razzed a lot 
because we didn’t go in for a lot of the 
stuff many of them did—the heavy petting 
sessions, the hush-hush parties which were 
supposed to be pretty wild. And they had 
us figured, too. I mean, didn’t 
get out of line when we were alone. 

Of course, there were some that jeered 
because we didn’t do what they were do- 
chick we 


that we 


ing, especially a red-headed 


called Boots. She wasn’t what I'd call 
pretty—not like Gay’s creamy brown 
beauty—but she had the kind of build 


that gives guys ideas, and she acted and 
dressed and talked like 
on the beam. 

There was a lot of talk about her, 
naturally. But that didn’t keep her from 
being even more popular than Gay with a 
certain fast crowd which she ruled like she 
owned it. And I had the same kind of yen 
for her that other guys did, but I never 
seriously considered her until Gay and I 
had our big bustup. 


those ideas were 


Te PAYOFF came one night during a 

basketball game in which I was play- 
ing. The gym balcony was packed and in 
a constant team battled 
another school. 

Boots and Gay happened to be sitting 
each other and every time I’d 
sink a shot, Boots would scream my name 
and some endearment, and that made Gay 
mad. Between quarters she and Boots got 
to squabbling and Boots called Gay a 
stupid square. 
of the guys had to get 
tried 


uproar as our 


close to 


between 
to get at 
made quite a 


Some 
them then, because they 
each other, and all in all, 


scene, which was nothing unusual for 
Boots, but for Gay—she’d never gone in 


for that kind of brawl before. 
I didn’t know a thing about it until after 


the game. Even then I couldn’t figure why 


Gay acted so salty, wouldn’t even speak 
at first, and refused to stop at the Sugar 


Pot for a malt. Half way home she cut 
loose on me with some stuff about me play- 
ing around with Boots. And when I in- 
dignantly denied it, she about 
why wasn’t I man enough not to lie about 
it. 

I guess nothing gets you worse than to 
be accused of something you didn’t do. It 


came on 


seemed like to me that Gay was being 
absolutely unreasonable and I jumped 


even saltier than she. I told her that I’d 
had plenty of chances to run around with 
Boots and others, too, and I’d been too 
dumb to take them, but if she 
to believe I had, why. I might as well, 
because what difference did it make? 
And when I stopped my jalop in front of 
her house she bounced out without a word, 
fast I almost 
coming down 


was going 


gunned away so 
another car 


and | 
smashed 
the street. 

What I didn’t understand, 
that Gay was terribly humiliated at having 
had a part in the brawl with Boots and had 


into 


I guess, was 


to take it out on somebody. She poured it 
on me like people do sometimes no matter 
how much they love the person. At school 
the next day I stayed on my high horse 
and so did Gay. The kids. already buzzing 
about her beef with Boots, caught on right 
away that it had caused a split between 
us, the first one anybody knew of. It made 
a sensation and everybody was watching 
to see what would happen next. 

It happened fast. tried to step 
right into Gay’s place with me, but mad as 
I wasn’t going for that. But no 
brushed her off. it only 
seemed to make Boots try harder. Not 
so everyone could see it, but kind 
ever down to writing me a 
so frank—I tore them 


Boots 


I was, 
matter how | 


openly, 
of obliquely, 
couple of notes so- 
up right off. 

All that week Gay and I didn’t speak. 
But after a few days I began to catch her 
sneaking glances at me, but I wouldn't 
meet them. I wanted to, and I wanted to 
make up with her, but I figured this was 


too good a chance to teach her a few 
things. 

That Friday night, about eight, Boots 
telephoned me. She said she was sorry 


she had caused Gay and me to break up, 
she really was. She also felt awfully bad 
because I treated her like she wasn’t good 
enough to even be in my company. I said 
it wasn’t like that at all and she said well, 
I’m right in neighborhood, at the 
drug store on the Avenue, and if I wanted 
why the time was right now. 
okay, I'd be there in three 


your 


to prove it. 
And | 


minutes. 


said 


I was. And I got a guilty kick out of 
meeting her and I began wondering what 
my chances were as we off. She 
asked me if I minded taking her by a 
place a couple of blocks from Jackson 
High. She said she was going to a shindig 
there and asked if I didn’t want to come, 
too. 

I said I guessed I better not, 
said if I was afraid my precious Gay would 
find out, I was wrong. It wasn’t that kind 
of party. But maybe I was too goody- 
goody to have any fun. Any real fun. 

She had me going—plenty. But even so, 
when we reached the house where she was 
headed, I didn’t mean to go in with her. 
What changed my mind was the way I got 
to feeling when she put her arms around 
me and began kissing me in a way I'd 
I began blazing 


drove 


and she 


never before experienced. 
around the edges, I guess. And when she 
climbed out of the car, I did too, and we 
walked to the house with our arms around 
each other and before we got to the un- 
lighted porch, we had stopped a couple of 
times for more embraces and more of 
those exciting kisses. And on the porch the 
door opened and a big woman appeared. 


That’s how I first met Lulu—how I 
found out the kind of place she ran. Lulu, 
despite her weight, was a handsome 


woman, with a kind of Spanish look and 
a southern drawl. 

“This is Randy,” Boots said boisterously. 
“You know, the boy I’ve been telling you 
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about? Randy, meet the famous lady 
called Lu.” 
“Hiya, honey?” Lulu drawled. “My, 


you're mellow. You know?” 

“Never mind that jive.” Boots laughed 
shrilly. “And—hands off. big mama! He’s 
mine—at least for this night in the year 
1951, hon.” 

Lulu chuckled and led the way down 
the dim-lit hall, opened a door midway, 
and we followed her into a room filled 
with kids I knew—fellows and girls from 
high school—and they all started hooting 
and cracking when we entered. 

“Well look here—ole candy- 
Randy—in person!” And, “Hey. Boots, 
how’d ja get him here? Lasso him?” And, 
“Gay’s gonna trump your ace, Boots!” 

Boots hooked her arm through mine and 
switched to the other end of the room, her 
brassy laughter triumphant. I stumbled 
along beside her, nervous and embar- 
rassed, wishing I’d never come as the kids 
kept riding us. We sat down on a love 
seat in a corner and Lulu came over with 
a tray full of glasses of wine. 

“You people want some of this?” she 
asked lazily. her eyes on me. 





who’s 


“Yeah, yeah, yeah!” Boots chortled, 
grabbing a couple of the glasses and 


thrusting one at me. “Let’s get high and 
fly, honey-pie!” She raised her glass. “Bot- 
toms up, baby!” 

I had never seen kids carrying on like 
these, embracing, kissing, dancing on a 
dime in a way that somehow made me 
ashamed. It wasn’t that I was a prude, or 
anything. It just went against my ideas 
of decency to see people acting like that 
in front of each other well— 
shamelessly. And I couldn’t get over my 
surprise, even shock to see a number of 
fellows and girls present that I never 
would have thought would have been found 
dead in such a place. 

It was very warm in the room, for all 
the doors and windows were closed. the 
latter shielded by heavy drapes, and the 
air was heavy with what I thought was 
incense. I felt a faint buzzing in my head 
and wondered if that little glass of wine 
I'd had was responsible, but that didn’t 
figure, because I was always swiping 
sherry at home and it never had any effect 
like this. 

Boots came across the room with a glass 
of wine in each hand and I was surprised, 
because I hadn’t even missed her from my 
side. 

“Have another sip of this square stuff,” 
Boots urged, handing me one of the 
glasses. 

“This might—I mean, must—be some 
powerful jive,” I told her. “I feel like I'm 
high, or something.” 

Boots cackled, “I wouldn’t be surprised, 
*cause Big Mama’s wine is strong and fine. 
Or—” she added, “Do I mean wine?” 

That was over my head—then, so I just 
grinned and let it pass. But I know now 
what she was cracking about—the heavy 
pungence I thought was incense or some- 
thing, because I’d never knowingly smelled 


so——Sso, 





marijuana before. Now I know so well 
that just breathing that gage-laden air in 
that tightly closed room was enough to 
really send me. And I was really being 
sent! 

Boots was talking up a breeze, with me. 
and everyone else, and some of the re- 
marks that flashed back and forth made 
my ears burn. But soon my attention 
wandered and I found myself watching the 
scene like it was a play and I began to 
notice that every once in a while one or 
two of the kids would come up and 
whisper to Lulu, and she’d take them into 
another room. I thought I knew what 
that play was—at first. But I didn’t, for 
in a few minutes, they’d all come out. It 
wasn't until some time later that I learned 
what went on in that room. It was where 
Lulu gave heroin shots to the kids—what 
they called the “mainline.” 

Bruce, a fellow I thought I knew pretty 
well, until now, and his girl, Teresa, a 
slim, pretty kid, but only 15, were one of 
the couples that went into that other room 
with Lulu. I could see Teresa wasn’t so 
hot about it, because Bruce had to keep 
tugging her along, but when they came 
out after about ten minutes, she didn’t 
look like she was about to cry, like she 
had when they went in. She was giggling 
and when she sat down on one of the 
numerous divans that practically lined the 
walls, she kept pulling up the sleeve of 
her sweater and peeking at her arm. 

“Teresa,” somebody called, “Are you 
walking—or riding, now?” 

The girl rolled big, dark eyes expres- 
sively and said cngnenneey, “Boy, if I 
ain’t flyin’, I’m dyin’! And I can’t be dyin’ 
cause I ain’t fryin’!” 

“Listen to the chick get off! 
make another trip, Terry.” 

“Aw, naw,” Bruce said. “It ain’t gonna 
be like that, Jackson.” 

“What’s the deal,” I asked Boots, laying 
lazily back against the cushions of our 
seat. “I mean, in the other room.” 

“Never you mind, darling,” she said 
with mock severity. “That’s lodge biz, and 
you haven’t joined up yet. I mean, you've 
gotta crawl before you can travel, angel.” 

“Then skip it,” I said, with an airy wave 
of my hand, “Because I’m not in a travel- 
ing mood right now, baby.” I was sur- 
prised at what I'd said, and the way I'd 
said it, cool. Somewhere, I’d lost my 
nervous feeling, and was relaxed, begin- 
ning to feel a little drowsy, a little dreamy. 
like I was floating or something. 

Boots laughed and patted my cheek. 
“Pie, you’re high!” She threw her arms 
around me and kissed me passionately. I 
grabbed her to me. 

Boots was pushing me away with a 
breathless giggle. “Whoa, baby! Hold the 
*phone! Slow down, you’re speeding!” 

I stared at her dazedly and mumbled, 
“Huh?” 

“Got a match?” she asked. 

I fumbled out my lighter and snapped 
it into flame. I extended it to her and 
wondered vaguely why she was taking 
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such pains getting her cigarette lighted, 
and why, when she got it going, she 
sucked down the smoke with a series of 
hissing inhalations. Nor did I get it when 
she sat back, lips clamped tight, holding 
her breath. 

She extended the cigarette to me and I 
thought it looked awfully little. but figured 
that since everything was sort of unreal 
and dreamy, maybe I was just imagining 
things. Boots let out her breath with 
whoosh and yapped. “Well don’t sit there 
and let it burn up, Speedy. Take a drag, 
hold the smoke down as long as you can, 
and pass that stick back to me.” 

I had a confused sense of having acted 
dumb or something about the thin cig- 
arette, so I did like Boots had done— 
whiffed down a lot of smoke, held it until 
my lungs were about to burst, let it out 


slow. 

“Now you're cooking with gas,” Boots 
said approvingly. 

“You mean, with—gage,” somebody 


jeered. 

“Shut your big mouth,” Boots snapped. 

“Maybe you can make me—Red. And 
if you feel froggish. why get hoppin’ and 
this chocolate brown’] cool you down!” 

Boots jumped up, but Lulu said quietly, 
“Okay, you vipers. break it up.” She 
crossed the room fast, although she didn’t 
seem to be in a hurry and shoved Boots 


back down beside me. “Take it easy, 
Greasy,” she said with a laugh, “You got 


” 


a long way to slide. You know? 

“Yeah, I know,” Boots said sullenly, 
“But tell that two-bit witch to keep her 
nose outa my affairs, will yuh?” 

“Leave Boots alone, Lil,” Lulu said to 
the girl Boots had been yowling with. 
“Don’t start no stuff and there won’t be 
any. You hear?” 


“Aw, I didn’t mean anything, Big 
Mama,” Lil whined. “I’m kiteing.” 


“Okay, let it lay.” Lulu said and as 
she started away Boots said, “Let’s have 
another stick, Lu.” 

Lulu reached into her apron pocket and 
brought out another thin little fag and 
said, “If you want some more, you know 
the score.” 

Boots hunched me in the ribs and said, 
“Give the lady fifty cents, lover.” 

“What for?” I asked. 

“For that stick of gage she’s got in her 
hand,” Boots said impatiently, “You don’t 
expect to smoke mine all night do you?” 

“Oh,” I said, making like I hadn’t been 
paying attention. “Here’s the four-bits.” 

And Jake said, “Wait a minute y’awl 
and I'll put my half-buck with Randy’s 
and we'll get us three joints.” 

“It ain’t like that any more, baby,” Lulu 
drawled. “Fifty cents per each. No more 
three for a buck stuff.” 

“What is this?” Jake asked plaintively. 
“Inflation?” 

“T didn’t know you were here,” I said. 

“T wasn’t,” Jake laughed. “I just arrove, 
man.” He grinned impishly at Boots. “Th’ 
Northwest Mounties always get their man, 
it says here.” 


The conversation got away from me 
then. I was hearing the sound, but my 
attention was elsewhere. drifting like 
smoke here and there about the room, 
which seemed to have gotten darker, the 
figures in it shadowy and unreal, and the 
walls seemed to have shrunk together, 
closed in. And as though I was standing 
off to one side, watching and listening to 
myself, I heard myself yammering, “Whoo- 
wee! I’m outa this mortal world, folks!” 

And Boots said, “You're telling 1? Man, 
you're standing on a purple cloud!” 

“Uhuh,” I differed. “Pink cloud. 
pink. With lace around the edges.” 

I think I kept on gabbing. but maybe I 
just imagined it. But I wasn’t imagining 
the vivid sensations which were billowing 


Bright 


through me, nor the technicolor scenes 
which drifted through my mind so fast 
one blurred into another. Somewhere 
somebody was singing and it came to me 
the voice was very familiar—it was Mr. 
B, the mellow Mr. Eckstine. and I won- 
dered what he was doing at a small time 
clambake like this. Then I simply couldn’t 
remember where “this” was. I couldn’t re- 
member anything, not even my own name, 
and in a panic I reached out to touch 
something that would give me a clue and 
Boots murmured. “Come here, lover . . .” 
The thought splashed up in my mind that 
Mr. B. wasn’t really present. It was only 
one of his records playing in the big 
combo across the room. The fog closed 
in around me again, dark, thick. 


KING-SIZED HEADACHE was trying 
** to split my skull when I awakened 
the next morning and I felt like I’d been 
through a king-sized wringer—all dried 
out. For reasons not immediately clear, I 
had a strong sense of shame, of guilt. 
Later, at school, after I found out in de- 
tail what had happened the night before, 
and my part in it, I felt even worse—felt 
soiled, dirty, sick. Because I wasn’t that 
kind of guy. I really wasn’t. At least, I 
hadn’t been 

I ducked Boots whenever I glimpsed 
her between classes, which I might as well 
have not attended for all the good I got 
out of them. And I ducked Gay. too. Only 
not because I wanted to avoid her any 
longer, but because I was too ashamed to 
face her. And I swore fiercely I’d never 
go on another party at Lulu’s, never fool 
around with Boots or anybody like her— 
and above all, I’d never smoke marijuana 
again. And those were vows I didn’t mean 
to break, regardless. 

But ... things happen that change you, 
like the way various kids who’d been at 
the party kept stopping me to hash it 
over. Almost every one of them expressed 
surprise and approval that I really wasn’t 
the square, the prune, they’d thought I 
was. And why had I been hiding my neon 
under a bushel? Because, once I got go- 
ing, man, I was gone, a mad character, 
and was I coming to Lu’s next Saturday 
night? 

And it was that way the next day and 
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the next and I got to feeling like I was 
being admitted into a secret society, which, 
in a way, I was—a very secret society 
which had only contempt for kids not in 
the know, not hep to the jive—the wearers 
of four-cornered hats, the unbooted, the 
putrid prunes. And my sense of shame be- 
ean to fade and Wednesday afternoon Jake 
and Bruce signalled me as I was passing a 
rest room. I followed them inside and we 
went back in a corner by a window and 
Bruce lit up a reefer and passed it around. 
I took my turn like an old hand. 

Bruce had to scram to make a class. 
Then Jake said, “Randy, you want to 
watch out for Boots.” 

“Don’t worry, man,” I told him. “I’m 
steering clear of that chick.” 

“Well, you better—if you can. Because 
she’s dynamite, son. Dangerous. Half the 
time she’s full of horse and gage both.” 

“What the heck’s ‘horse’ anyways?” 


“Chum, you’re but dumb. Horse is 
heroin—H.” 

“You mean—a real drug? Dope? Real 
dope?” 


“Yeah. Mainline stuff. And if you ain’t 
right on top your P’s and likewise, your 
Q’s, shell suck you into the kick.” 

“Oh, no! I’m not that simple.” 

“Maybe not, dub. But it can happen. 
Like the other night. I betcha you didn’t 
know how it was gonna be at Lulu’s, now 
did you? I don’t mean about Boots. I 
mean, reefers. I betcha a buck you'd a 
swore you’d never blow tea—before the 
party. Is it a bet, man?” 

“Naw. Because you're so right, Jake. It 

it slipped up on me.” 

“IT know, man. I mean, I know! It 
slipped up on me, too. And a lot of other 
kids. It’s Boots’ business to see that it 
does, one way or another. She gets a 
guy started, then he drags his chick in. Or 
maybe she confidences the chick into it, 
and the chick eases her boy friend into the 
kick. Bennies and goof balls first. Then 
gage. Then—the big stuff—horse—heroin.” 

“Holy cow! Are you kidding? I mean, 
you make it sound like Boots goes around 
tricking kids into the kick? Why should 
she do that, Jake?” 

“For the simple reason, that’s her busi- 
ness, man. She’s Juan’s chief shill—his 
come-on chick. She makes new customers 
for him.” 

“Who’s Juan?” 

“Aw man, you mean you haven’t dug 
him? A pretty-faced little joker drives a 
knocked-out Caddy convertible?” 

“Oh, yeah. I’ve seen him around school 
a lot.” 

‘‘He’s got two, three others hustling gage 
or horse for him at Jackson High. And I 
hear he’s got the same kind of deal going 
three or four high schools.” 

‘Good grief, Jake! There must be a lot 
of kids using dope and stuff. I didn’t 
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dream 

‘Man, its got so you don’t know who is 
and who ain’t. Why kids only thirteen and 
fourteen use gage. And a lot of older ones 
are hooked on heroin. I mean, they got to 
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have it, each and every day. And man, 
they steal or do anything else to get the 
dough.” 

“I’m going to check out on it,” I de- 
clared, deeply shocked at what Jake had 
told me. 

“Aw, long’s you stay away from the 
needle, you'll be okay. Might as well get 
your kicks, man.” 

“Yeah, but how about marijuana? Sup- 
pose I get hooked on that?” 

“You don’t,” Jake said flatly. “It ain’t 
like mainline stuff. If you haven't got it, 
you don’t have to have it. It doesn’t make 
a habit.” He laughed and poked me in the 
middle. “Don’t go back to bein’ a square, 
son. We can have some mellow times. And 
besides, gage don’t hurt you. It don’t do 
anything to you except ride you about the 
treetops.” 

“It did more than that to me. Bro-ther! 
I can’t even remember half the stuff the 
kids claimed I did after I got high the 
other night.” 

“You had an overload,” Jake explained. 
“You kept pitching your gold to Lu and 
she kept pitchin’ weed to you, and man, 
after a while you were burning ‘em up 
just like they was square fags. I mean, 
you got to use some judgment—don’t take 
on more’n you can handle. And I oughta 
know. I’ve been on the jive over a year 
now.” 

“Did—uh—Boots rope you in?” 

“Yeah. Only she didn’t give me the 
extra-special treatment she gave you, man! 
I wish she had. But she wasn’t only get- 
ting you into the racket Randy. The chick 
goes for you.” 

“Oh, yeah?” 

“Yeah. And that makes a problem—in 
case you and Gay get together again. 
Which I doubt.” 

“Meaning?” 

“You don’t think Boots would let Gay 
stay in the dark about the jamboree at 
Lu’s do you? Gay knows all about it. 
Some of Boots’ stooges saw that she did.” 

“Oh—no!” 

“Oh—yes! And man, afterward, Gay 
was in a rest room, crying up a breeze. 
You are in a spot, Jack. Know that?” 

I knew it. Only not the way he meant. 
What hurt me was knowing how it had 
hurt Gay to find out all that stuff. Now 
maybe she’d never make up with me. And 
I wanted her to—very much. But how in 
the world did a guy blow down a beef as 
big as ours had now become? I didn’t 
know. I'd just have to figure a way. 


DIDN’T have to. Because, that after- 

noon after school when I got to where 
my jalop was parked. who should be in it 
but Gay. Seeing her there made my heart 
give a big, glad jump. but I played it cool 
and climbed in beside her and as I started 
the motor, said casually, “Well. welcome, 
stranger. Long time no see and all that.” 

I kept my eyes straight ahead as I drove 
towards our neighborhood, but in the rear- 
vision mirror I could see Gay’s face, and 
tears were sliding down her cheeks. Just 





before we reached her house she broke 
down and began crying for real. I didn’t 
want to take her home like that so I drove 
south. Gay kept crying and I kept driving 
and before I knew it I was passing through 
a suburb. Pretty quick we were going 
by the sand dunes at the edge of town and 
I turned in and parked behind a high one. 
where we couldn’t be seen from the road. 

I wanted to put my arms around Gay— 
wanted to tell her how sorry and ashamed 
I was for the way I’d acted—wanted to 
beg her to forgive me. But I couldn't, 
somehow. Maybe it was because in the 
back of my mind I knew that I didn’t have 
to do any of those things—that / had the 
upper hand—that she wouldn’t have got- 
ten into my car if she hadn’t wanted me 
back. 

And that is the way it was. After a while 
Gay got over crying and sat there, sniffing. 
not looking at me and I slid an arm 
around her and she fell against me and 
cried, “Oh, Randy!” When I kissed her, 
she kissed me back, and clung to me like 
she never meant to let go. 

It was like drinking brandy—no cham- 
pagne!—to feel her arms tight around me, 
her lips responding fiercely to mine. But 
then suddenly she went stiff as a board, 
her eyes glazed with fear or something 
very much like it. 

She burst out with, “Randy—you’re not 
in love with Boots, are you?” 

“Nope, I’m not. Never was, and never 
will be.” 

“Then—then why—? 

“You mean, about that deal at Lulu’s?” 

“Oh Randy—yes. How could you?” 

“That? You didn’t think I could go for 
a gal like Boots?” 

I shrugged. “We’re not kids any longer, 
Gay. At least, I'm not.” 

“Randy—do you love me?” 

“Ves:: 

“IT mean, really?” 

“You know I do, Gay. I always have 
and I always will, even though we never 
even see each other again!” 

“Oh, Randy, darling!” 

We drove back to her house and when 
I left she gave me a funny little smile as 
I held her in my arms. Then she said: “I 
know, Randy, I’m still a prune. Okay, you 
watch to see who’s a prune from now on. 
See you at eight.” 

I drove straight to Lulu’s and gave her 
a buck and got two sticks of gage, then 
I picked up a fifth of sherry at a liquor 
store on the Avenue and I figured I was 
all set. 

A misty rain started about seven that 
night—a break, because it gave me an ex- 
cuse to put my car top up and roll up the 
windows. For once Gay was ready when 
it was time to pick her up, a good sign, 
I thought. But as we drove through the 
rainy night, she sat beside me silently. I 
headed for the dunes again. 

When we got there I got out the wine 
and handed it to Gay. “A little won't 
hurt you,” I told her. “It'll relax you. 
Take a nip.” And she did—a little one— 
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and we sat there listening to a record show 
featuring Ellington and Vaughn and, 
thank goodness. the velvety voice of Mr. B. 

I took another shot of wine and handed 
the bottle to Gay. “Get some of the stuff 
down you.” 


Gay tilted the bottle and this time took 
a good swig, then started coughing and 
gasping and I took the bottle and said, 
“That’§ enough for now.” Then I lit a 
reefer. 

Pretty quick the air in the car was 
loaded and I was getting a fast ride, and 
Gay said. “For heaven’s sakes Randy— 
what kind of coffin nails you smoking? 
Hay?” And I laughed and lit a square 


fag for her. and the other stick of gage for 
Gay said. “I feel kind of 

It’s hot in here. I’d better 
Quickly to stop her 
meant and she said 
and I said. well 


myself, and 

funny, Randy. 
roll down a window.” 
I asked her what she 
she felt dreamy, 
swoon in my arms ... and she did. The 
two of us together there . .. it was like 
heaven on earth—but the quickest road 
down to hell ever devised by fiendish hu- 
I was too soon to learn that. 


swoony 


man minds. 


S IT any wonder I wandered like a lost 
soul that rain-drenched morning after 
Gay was taken to the hospital? I opened 
the door to the low road to hell and set her 
feet upon it. And when I realized what I 
had done and tried to drag her back, it 
was too late because she looked upon 
the face of evil. and was like a flame 
and she was drawn irresistibly to it. 

like a moth. 

Yet. how could I have 
turn out like that? I mean, 
last person I knew that I would have sus- 
pected of what seemed to be. well—an 
affinity for all the forbidden kicks. Be- 
cause from a kid on, she absolutely did not 
go for anything off color. either in acts or 
and would have nothing to do with 


known it would 
she was the 


words, 
anyone who did. 
She was like that about kids who were 


rumored to be fooling with goof-balls— 
barbital sleeping pills—or benzedrine sul- 


phate. called, in tablet form, bennies. And 
as for those we heard were smoking reefers 
—well. they 
were beyond the pale, completely. 

When I first pulled the gage jive on her 
in my car and got her contact high from 
breathing the smoke, I sure expected the 
worst. 

As it turned out. she wasn’t even angry 
at me. so far as I could tell. The first 
thing she said as I drove her home after 
school next day was. “Randy—you don’t 
think I’m a—a bad girl. do you? I mean—” 

I gave her a quick hug with my free 
arm and said explosively. “Heck no! Of 
course not!” 


they were worse than awful 


“And—you still love me?” 
“More than before, Gay—honest.” 
We had reached her house and as I 


started to park in front of it, she said. 


“Why don’t you go up the drive to the 
back?” 
“Sure. But why, honey?” 


She looked away and said muffledly, 
“Well there’s nobody home and—” 

My heart did a flip-flop and I wheeled 
into the driveway and parked on the con- 
crete strip behind her house. out of sight 
from the street, helped Gay 
out and silently we went inside her house. 
But the minute -and locked— 
the back together in a 
fierce embrace. 

“Randy—I know what that stuff was you 
smoking in the car the other night,” 

“What ole stuff?” 

I got contact high. didn’t 1?” 

And I’m sorry 
I am!” 

Gay buried her face on my jacket and 
said faintly. “I’m—not. It—it made me 
feel—-super. Randy. And Id like to try 
it again—really try it.” 

That really knocked me. It also seared 
me. And I yapped. “Aw. now look. Gay- 
nelle—that jive’s no good for you. I 

“Tf it’s good for 


Gay 


hopped out. 


she closed 


door. we melted 


were 

she told me. 
*Reefers. 
‘Aw—well. I guess so. 


about it. honey. I mean. 


you 
“Aw. now. 


Gay sat up and looked at me with a 
mischievous twinkle in her lovely brown 
eyes. “Aw. now. Randy.” she mocked, 


“Don’t be a—a prune!” 

All I could do was stare open-mouthed 
and she reached up and pinched my lips 
closed. then kissed them. It was in my 
mind to tell her I wasn’t going to let her 
get loused up in the gage kick. that I was 
cutting out myself. cutting out of the gang 
that used it. because we had each other— 
and didn’t need anything or anyone else. 

But—well. the way Gay was kissing me 
made me forget it. and when she paused 
and murmured against my cheek. “Okay?” 
I groaned and mumbled. “Yeah. okay. 
Anything you say. baby.” 

And that’s how it Anything she 
said, I broke her in on gage—and 
we had a ball! It was 
like having a wonderful secret. and that’s 
how I tried to keep it. Everybody at school 
knew we'd patched up our fuss. and we 
got kidded plenty because we were more 
constantly together than before. I half 
expected trouble from Boots, but she 
crossed me up by stopping us one day be- 


was. 


went. 





gorgeous ride 


tween classes. 

“The winner—and still champion.” she 
grinned at Gay. Then. in a friendly tone 
she added. “You kids sure make a cute 
couple. You know?” 

I looked at her. surprised—and relieved 
and Gay said coolly, “How nice of you to 
say so.” and Boots laughed and said, “Oh, 
let’s be friends. Gay. Why don’t you two 
make the shindig at Lulu’s tomorrow 
night?” 

“No can do.” I said quickly. 
gagement and stuff.” 

“You mean, stuff. period,” 
knowingly. 

“Stuff. muff,” 
make it. Boots. 


“Prior en- 
Boots laughed 


I said firmly, “we can’t 


Sorry.” 
2UT 

wanted us to. 
foot down hard on that deal. 


we did make it. Because Gay 
I should have put my 
I tried—I 









roxs! LONGER 
HAIR? 


MAKE THIS EASY 
7-DAY TEST! 


Just on your hair 7 da: 

and Ant are soon yenye —= the plone 
ure of ATTRACTIV' R 

often capture Love m+) Romances for you. 


" MARVELOUS HELP for DRY, 


BRITTLE, Breaking-Off HAIR 

WHEN SCALP and HAIR CONDITIONS are 

norma] and dry, brittle, breaking-off hair can be Fetaxded. 
it has a chance to get longer . . . and much more beautiful 
Amazing. The J! ELENE ystem is not a hair restorative. — 


SEND NO MONEY—Fully Guaranteed 


get try che JUELENE days. Then let y 

re oL the ailing Fea yrestlts, ere ENE ese 44 
pirror PROVE th ND FOR IT TODAY$ 
C. O. D. $1.00 oles. veonnent charges. It is fully guare 
enteed. Money 


if you are not delighted. Write Now8 
4UEL CO,, 4727 N. Damen, Dept. A 320, Chicago 25, tll, 










Do YOU want 
MONEY, LOVE and POWER? 


Do you feel that opportunity is 
passing you by? That if some- 
one showed you HOW you 
could earn big money, be pop- 
ular and make people admire 
you? Wouldn't you like to win 
in whatever you do? Boss those 
who now boss you? Deane 
Hammond, a_ college trained 
New York Public Relations ex- 
ecutive has compiled a FOR- 
MULA FOR SUCCESS that helped him to open 
wide the door to SUCCESS, LOVE and HAPPI- 
NESS. Don’t sit on the sidelines while others ob- 
tain life’s greatest pleasures. Just send me your 
>» and address for a 10 DAY TRIAL. When 
the postman delivers the booklet, FORMULA 
FOR SUCCESS with instructions, pay only $2 
plus postage. Follow his directions carefully and 
I PERSONALLY GUARANTEE that if you are 
not COMPLETELY SATISFIED within 10 days, 
I'll send your $2 right back. You are entitled to 
try to gain for yourself the HEALTH, WEALTH 
and HAPPINESS you have always wanted. Write 


NOW to 
Dept. 103-CH, New York 13 





TRULOVE, 58 Walker St., 











Demonstration Kit 


REE 
to YOU 


with ACTUAL SAMPLE 


GUARANTEED STOCKING 
3 Pairs GUARANTEED 3 Months 
Against SNAGS, RUNS, HOLES 
You'll be amazed to see how easy it is to make 
a lot of money in spare time introducing a new 
kind of hosiery—“*Thr airs geerventoes = 3 months 
against runs, snags, t: ind holes—or new EE!"’ We'll 
send you this elaborate \Donenstration Kit with actual ater stocking 
Absolutely Free! Guaran as advertised in Good Housekeeping. 
Show Sample—Take Orders— Make Money 
You need no experience and no investment for samples or anything. 
Just rush your name, address, and hose size for Big Demonstration 
Kit with stocking, sent you ABSOLUTELY FREE. Write Today. 


AMERICAN HOSIERY MILLS, Dept.X-162, Indianapolis 7, Ind. 


Hie otores LAO Gs 


Show Gorgeous New Styles 
Actual Sample Fabrics 
Women! Here’s a wonderful opportunity touse 
your spare time to make money to spend, and 
to get lovely dresses to wear! Just show your 
friends and neighbors eneiting. newest-style 
dresses, and lingerie, hosiery, children’s wear, 
men’s shirts, socks, etc. ond Ld ny at 
o~- ingly low prices—wi ro! or yon. 
YM MONEY— RO EXPERIENCE NEEDE 
oe can even get personal dresses WiTH 
OUT PAYING ONE CENT FOR THEM. 


Rush Name for SAMPLES! 


SENDNO MONET — wesene, ou big 
package of ACTUAL SAMP. ft = 
rics and complete, colorful ri-~ 
presentation—all absolutely FREE 
—with complete instructions and 
money-making plans. Write today. 


THE MELVILLE COMPANY 
Dept. 6245 Cincinnati 25, 0' 























Love, wealth, happiness may 
be yours. Carry the alleged 
Lucky Talisman of the Orient. 

Try this amazing charm for 
one week. Satisfaction guar- 
anteed or money _ refunded. 
Send only $1.00 today. 


DEL MONTE 
1919 Ditmars Blvd. Suite 5TF, Long Island City 5, N. Y. 
89 








really did. But as usual, Gay got her way 
by jarring me to my heels with kisses so 
meaningful I’d have given her the moon, 
the stars, if I could. 

I kept being amazed—and frightened— 
by the way Gay took to the racket—by the 
change in her, as though I watched a love- 
ly, shy violet being transformed into a 
flaming, exotic hibiscus. But it was excit- 

ing, terribly exciting. .. . 

Gay’s folks noticed the way she sudden- 
ly blossomed out, and so did mine. But, 
because around them she conducted her- 
self as demurely as ever, it had no special 
significance. And Gay giggled about the 
“serious conversation” she’d had with her 
mother, who had warned her she was bud- 
ding into womanhood and must be more 
careful than ever around boys—even me, 
although, she told Gay, she had every con- 
fidence in me. 

It somehow went against the grain to 
hear Gay jeer at her mother’s well-meant 
advice, to realize she had no sense of guilt 
or shame about what we were doing, as I 
so often did. Nor did it set too well with 
me when she found it amusing that her 
parents, like mine, thought that we had 
started wearing sun glasses, practically all 
of the time, simply because it seemed only 
a high school fad. The truth was, we, and 
a raft of other kids wore them to hide the 
way the pupils of our eyes dilated when 
we were high. 

To Gay, the whole business was a new 
and fascinating game and she played it 
hard and got a kick out of the elaborate 
stories we figured out so we could be out 
late at night. Gradually my qualms about 
lying to my parents didn’t bother me so 
much. Gay wasn’t bothered at all—she 
delighted in fooling her folks that way. 

Those days I always had a funny, scary 
feeling buried just below the excitement of 
the secret life we were living. But Gay 
didn’t share it, didn’t seem disturbed even 
when a couple of our classmates, both star 
athletes, got caught trying to break into 
a super-market on the Avenue. We were 
all scared they'd tell why, which was to 
get money for gage—some said horse— 
said both guys were on the needle. 

But they didn’t spill. And because both 
came from good families and had never 
gotten in trouble before, they were given 
probation. We were all relieved and made 
them feel big because they hadn’t let any 
mess start. 

Just the same, I was plenty scared, at 
first. But I got over it, like I did when 
Ziggy and Peco showed up at Lulu’s one 
night. We were close friends and I'd 
warned them not to play around like I 
was doing. They’d tried to show me the 
point where I ought to get out of the 
racket. Then, next thing I knew, they were 
in it—deep. courtesy of Boots. 

Both were hustling, aggressive guys, am- 
bitious to go on to college. They had 
worked the past two summers in a con- 
tractor’s labor gang, trying to save money 
to help them do it, because their families 
were not able to help much. 
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Then, one day after school, they strolled 
up to my car as Gay and I were getting 
into it and Peco said casually, “Hey, man. 
Next time you need some gage, we can de- 
liver.” 

“You mean—you birds are peddling?” 
I exclaimed incredulously. 

“We ain’t meddling,” Ziggy said coolly. 
“We've got the concession at Jackson High, 
man.” 

“Concession?” Gay 
“From who, honey?” 

“That'd be telling.” 
tantly. 

“Aw man, everybody knows who the Big 
Shot is,” Ziggy added. “I mean—” 

“A certain little character with 
black hair who drives a big new Caddy?” 
Gay asked mockingly. “Named—Juan, 
maybe?” 

“Hey.” I exclaimed. 
about that louse?” 

“Aw man, Juan ain’t no louse.” 
serted. “He’s a good Joe. Why man, you 
know how much Ziggy and I are making- 
in one day? Twenty, thirty bucks. per 
each. Right, Zig?” 

“Kee-rect!) Man, by the end of school 
this summer, we’re gonna have us enough 
moohlah to go to any ole college we want!” 

“Well.” Gay laughed, “we’ve got to help 
you two boys through college, so give us a 
couple of sticks.” 

“Why. sure,” Peco said, pulling out a 
package of ordinary cigarettes. “Help 
yourself.” 

“Aw man,” I said, relieved, “quit clown- 
ing. You had me really thinking you apes 
were pushing the stuff.” 

“Go on, Gaynelle.” Ziggy urged, “take a 
couple and don’t pay your square ole man 
any attention. Just tell him to give us a 
buck and a half.” 

“For two square fags?” I jeered. “Man, 
come down.” 

But Gay extracted a cigarette from the 
package. stared at it critically. slit it with 
her nail and exposed the thin reefer in the 
center of the tobacco. “Good deal.” she 
mused. “Who figured it?” 

“Me,” Ziggy said modestly. “We got us 
one of those roll-’em-yourself cigarette ma- 
chines and—” 

—And they were in the racket. for real. 
and it worked out okay for me, because 
my credit was always good with them. I 

had credit at Lulu’s too, once she found 
I'd pay up. And Pete, the soda jerk at the 
Sugar Pot would carry me. too, until I 
raised some money. 

That was getting rugged. Raising money. 
I mean. My old man was always good for 
a touch when my three-bucks per week 
allowance ran out. but keeping Gay and 
me in gage took at least a buck-fifty a day. 
We had other expenses—a buck here for 
bennies—a couple of bucks there for the 
pot when we were going to have a big ses- 
sion at Lu’s, for wine and eats and stuff. 

So I just had to have dough. I started 
clipping Mom. sneaking a couple of bucks. 
even a fin, from her pocketbook. or from 
the jar in the top of the cupboard where 


said interestedly. 


Peco said impor- 


wavy 





“How'd you know 


Peco as- 





she stashed what she called her “emergen- 
cy fund.” I got away with it because 
Mom never knows how much money she 
has. 

But I had to work other deals, too, like 
pawning stuff Pop had stored in the garage 
—a 30-30 rifle, a repeating shotgun, even 
an outboard motor. But that was the same 
kind of thing other kids were doing, and 
some of them were doing things much, 
much worse. 

All this time Boots and Gay got along 
swell—on the surface. But Gay was get- 
ting more popular with our gang than 
Boots. and it seemed like to me, Gay wanted 
it like that. 

We were having a ball at Lu’s one night. 
and there was a lot of traffic into Lu’s bed- 
room. Now everybody knew the kids were 
going in there to, as they put it, ride the 
horse, meaning to get a shot of heroin, or 
cocaine. Boots.came over to us and started 
talking. She was high as a kite and she 
asked us cold turkey when we were going 
to stop being half-baked squares and start 
popping like people. 

Gay said lazy-like. “Talk to my old man 
about that, kid. He’s the prune in this 
family.” 

Boots said, “Oh, no!” 

And Gay said, “But, yes!” 

I yapped, “Ah, shut up. will you?” 

Lulu came over and said, “Well let’s 
find out if he’s afraid of thunder, girls.” and 
they grabbed me and pretended to drag me 
into Lu’s room. 

I was walking the high wires, and every- 
thing was confused. But I had sense 
enough to refuse the free shot Lulu wanted 
to give me. 

Boots jeered, “Scary cat.” 

Gay boasted, “Well, ’m not.” 

Then Lu said, “Kind of double up your 
arm, baby. Make a muscle so I can find 
your vein.” I saw the glitter of the hypo 
needle and Gay yelled, “Ouch!” and stood 
there staring at her arm. 

I shouted at Lulu, “Damn it, don’t do 
that!” But it had been done... . 

That night, on the way home, Gay got to 
itching. She said, “If that’s what that 
junk does to you, I’m off it,” and I made 
her promise she would never use it again, 
and she promised. 

She didn’t keep her promise, as I now 
know. 

In the whole dark, frightening picture 
there was but one tiny gleam of hope: the 
possibility that Gay might recover. Maybe 
by now—my watch said it was going on 
eleven—her condition might have im- 
proved. And I vowed that if Gay did live. 
I’d devote the rest of my life to making 
amends for the ruin I’d made of hers. //f 
only she lived! 

But—she did not! For even as I was 
wandering aimlessly, blindly through the 
rain-swept morning. her life was ebbing 
away... going, going .. . gone. 

HE NEXT two weeks was a fevered 
- nightmare of which I remember little. 
Gay’s death provided a community-wide 
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shock, started a rash of rumors. gave a lot 
of Jackson High students the jitters. sent 
Juan sneaking off to parts unknown, caused 
Lulu to take a sudden trip, too—also to 
parts unknown. And the day after they 
took off, 
dead in the shabby room a lot of us knew 
as the “shooting gallery.” where you went 
to get a “fix”—a shot in the arm of heroin, 
or morphine, if you could afford that more 
expensive drug. But Doc Gilp’s place was 
clean—the cops found nothing in it to wake 
them up to what had been going on there, 
and the coroner gave a heart attack as the 
cause of Doc Gilp’s death. 

A pall hung over school. Most kids 
were too scared to keep on blowing gage 
at first. And those who had not yet got 
hooked into a real habit—a real addiction 
to heroin—stopped fooling with it fast. But 
a surprising number just Aad to have it and 
who supplied them? Why my pals. Peco 
and Ziggy. to whom Juan had turned over 
a big supply before he left. But they hiked 
the price of a capsule of H for six-bits to a 
dollar and in a remote sort of way. I 
thought how they had changed from good, 
free-hearted kids. to cold-eyed. cold-hearted 
guys to whom nothing mattered but money. 
But I had little feeling about them, one 
way or the other, or about anything else, 
even when I saw one kid or another learn- 
ing from those who knew how, to use a 
safety pin to make a hole in their arms big 
enough to take the head of an eye-dropper 
filled with dope. 

There was a lot of that in the rest rooms 
after Lulu and Doc Gilp weren’t around to 
give fixes. The kids didn’t bother to cover 
up when I was around, because I was re- 
garded as one of them. Almost with dis- 
interest I'd watch them dump a cap of 
heroin into a water-filled hold a 
match under the spoon to dissolve and heat 
the stuff, then draw it through a wisp of 
cotton, which was supposed to strain it, 
into an ordinary eye-dropper. Then they'd 
sterilize the point of the safety pin by 
getting it red hot with another match. wipe 
off the soot with toilet paper. and gouge a 
hole in a vein and squirt the drug into 
themselves with the eye-dropper. And the 
sense of horror I felt was subdued, watered 
down, without meaning. .. . 

According to the newspapers. the cops 
were investigating rumors that kids were 
using narcotics at Jackson High, and I sup- 
pose they did. But they didn’t find out 
much, because everybody was too scared to 
talk. including me, I guess. 

I thought about doing it once in a while. 
But the reasons against it were stronger 
than the reasons for it, because with Juan 
and Lulu gone, and Doc Gilp dead. who 
was there left to catch but my buddies, 
Peco and Ziggy? All the good it would 
do would be to get a lot of other kids in 
a jam—kids who had been sucked into the 
racket and couldn’t get out. 

But what really stopped me was know- 
ing I’d have to reveal my part in the events 
which led up to Gay’s death—and that I 
could not even bear to think of, for I knew 


spoon, 


police found old Doc Gilp stone 


how hard it would hit my folks—and Gay’s 
I'd be forever disgraced—no college for 
me, no nothing except maybe a prison cell. 
It was better to just let things ride, to let 
time heal the constant ache of my heart, 
dull the razored edge of my guilt and re- 
morse. ... 

Mom and Pop were so kind and con- 
siderate to me it made me feel terrible. 
for I knew they thought it was only grief 
that made me so lifeless. so uninterested 
in all the things I'd liked before Gay’s 
death. And once. when Gay’s mother and 
father came over to visit us. Mayme broke 
down and started crying when she saw me. 
Steve did too. and Mayme held onto me 
“Oh. my poor baby! Oh son— 
my poor Gay—she’s gone. gone!” 

Well. I got to blubbering. too. and Mom 
and Pop were wet-eyed. Finally I ran out 
of the house and kept running until my 
burs ting. Pop drove up and 

Get in, We'd better 


and sobbed. 


lungs were 

said quietly, 

go home.” 
“Aw. I’m okay.” 


sonny. 


I muttered breathing 


hard. “I—I just couldn’t take it back 
there. I mean—” 

“IT know.” Pop said gently. “Get in. 
Your mother— You frightened her, son, 


running off like that.” 

I climbed in beside him. feeling silly at 
what I had done. and as though he read 
my thought. Pop said. “You can’t run away 


from things. Randy. You know that, don’t 
you?” 

“T guess so.” I said sullenly. 

Pop started the car and drove slowly 


back towards home. “How about going 
to the fights with me Friday night?” he 
asked casually. 

“Steve isn’t going?” 

“Nope.” “He’s lost interest 
in about everything. I guess. So—I’ll have 
to find a new pal to play golf with. and 
fishing and all that. Interested, Sonny?” 

“Yes. I guess so.” I said dully. 

“We've got to get better acquainted.” 
Pop told me. “I guess your mother and I 
much we’d gotten into 
going out so much, Steve and I to fights, 
the races, all that stuff. And your mother 
to her clubs and all those civic organiza- 
tions she belongs to. I think we’d better 
try being a family again. instead of three 
separate persons each going his way, don’t 


Pop sighed. 


didn’t realize how 


you?” 

“Yes. sir. I guess so.” 

“Maybe.” my father went on thoughtful- 
ly, “a lot of youngsters wouldn’t get into 
the trouble they do if their parents were 
more interested in providing a better home 
life for them. Like—like Gaynelle. Steve 
and Mayme left her alone a lot. They 
blame themselves for what happened to 
her. And it’s—killing them.” 

“Tt’s not their fault!” I 
mean Gay—uh—I mean—” 

“Just what do you mean?” 
quietly. 

“Nothing. 
Pop.” 

Pop turned in our drive and rolled the 
Buick back to the garage, but not into it. 


blurted. “I 
Pop asked 


I don’t want to talk about it. 
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He cut the motor and said conversationally, 
“Remember Jackie Mays, Randy?” 
“Sure.” 
“He was a great football player in col- 


lege. Know what he’s doing now?” 
“No, sir. I don’t think so.” 
“He’s in the crime prevention bureau 


of the police department, Randy. And he’s 
doing great work. I was talking to him 
the other night. And he told me a lot of 
things I didn’t know.” 

“Like what. Pop?” I asked warily. 

“Well.” my father said gravely, “he told 
me drug addiction among teen-agers has 
become an alarming problem. not only 
here. but all over the nation. Did you 
know that, son?” 

“No, sir. I sure didn’t.” 

“It’s a fact. Jackie showed me reports 


on the situation from New York—it’s really 
bad there—Chicago—Los Angeles and 


other large cities. And it makes a terri- 
fying picture. And the worst thing about 
it is the difficulty of stopping it. Because 
they have to work from the outside, and as 
fast as they catch up with one gang of 
drug peddlers who specialize in preying on 
children. others take over.” 

“Why are you telling me all this, Pop? 
I don’t use dope.” 

“Thank God for that, my boy.” my father 
said strongly. “And I’m telling you all 
this because I want you to understand just 
what a terrible menace narcotic addiction 
is. More and more youngsters. some bare- 
ly in their teens, are learning to smoke 
marijuana, and then the use of heroin and 
other dangerous drugs. Many lives, of 
both children and parents. are being ruined 
every day. For instance. Mayme and Steve 
will never get over what happened to Gay- 
nelle.” 

“Pop—lay off, please!” 
“All right. boy. I guess we'd better go 
n so your mother will know you're all 


right. And Randy—” 
“Yes, sr?” 
“Think about what I’ve been saying, 


won't you?) And—if there is anything you 
can do—” 
“Nothing I could do 
back.” I said, half-crying. 
“True, Randy. But just in case there is 
anything you can do to prevent the same 


will bring Gay 


thing happening to other youngsters—Gay 
won't have died in vain.” He had been 
speaking slowly, carefully, each word 


dropping like a pellet of fire on my heart. 
Now he said casually, “Okay. let’s go in 
before Mother comes out after us.” And 
as we walked toward the back door, he 


added, also casually. “Just in case you— 
uh—think of anything. you might drop 


around to our district station and have a 
chat with Jackie.” 

“Yes, sir.” I muttered. But that was the 
very last thing I intended to do—then. 
That night I couldn’t sleep because a 
phrase kept unrolling across my mind in 
crimson neon and what it said was, Gay 
won't have died in vain. .. . 


LEFT home at the usual time the next 
morning, but I didn’t go to school. I 





meant to, but just as I parked my bus, | 
saw a slick green Caddy convertible tool. 
ing by and a slick-haired guy named Juan 
was in it. Ziggy strolled up as I stared 
after the car and he said, “Yeah, the boss 
is back, so is Lulu, party tomorrow night at 
her joint. as per usual, because man, the 
heat’s off. thank gosh!” 

“Yeah?” I said. 

“Yeah—and man, whyn’t you quit moon. 
in’ around and stuff? Get back in the kick, 
I know it was tough about Gay, but—” he 
gestured and shrugged, “Life goes on, 
Right?” 

“T suppose so.” 

“Thata boy! See you in church, man.” 

As he walked on towards school I knew 
it wasn’t church he’d see me in. I got back 
into my car. So Juan was back, and Lulu 
and probably they’d rake up another Doc 
Gilp to run the shooting gallery. 

Slowly I drove through the warm sum. 
mer morning. Graduation would be in a 
couple of weeks. In the fall, I'd be headed 
for college—or would I? Probably not. 
although my folks had completed arrange- 
ments for me to do so. No. I thought 
bleakly, no college for Randy. not now; 
and no career such as I dreamed of. 

I felt like the end of the world was com- 
ing nearer and nearer as the blocks slid 
by. and as I parked in front of a dingy 
old brick building with a red light over the 
big. brass doors. I wanted more than any- 
thing I’d ever wanted to start up the motor 
and drive away, fast. But I didn’t. 

“You want to see Lieutenant Mays, huh, 
son?” the desk sergeant said. “Well, go 
right down the hall, first office on your 
left. Says Crime Prevention Bureau on the 
door. You can’t miss it.” 

I didn’t. 


THE END 





How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 7) 


Dizzy bought my lunch that day. 
months 


“Okay.” 
There were many lunches later, 
later in New York. 

Diz joined Cab Calloway’s band and did 

lot of traveling. We couldn’t see each 
other too often. That wasn’t good. Dizzy 
blew into town one day from a long road 
tour with the Calloway band. He appeared 
tired. But something was on his mind. He 
laughed and horsed around as always. but 
I could tell he was thinking hard about 
something. 

“Let’s get married, Lorraine,” he said 
suddenly. He was laughing but somehow 
I knew he meant it. It didn’t take me long 
to answer. 

I looked at him and smiled. 
said quietly. That was all. 

I guess I just wanted to marry the guy. 
After all, I loved him then and still do. 
We realized we had so much in common, 
both being in show business and full of 
adventure. We understood the life show 
people lead. Somehow we felt we'd be 
able to make it together. 

The marriage day was May 9, 1940. 
Since then life with Dizzy Gillespie has 
never been dull. 


“Okay,” I 
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(Continued from Page 33) 


fom kid kissing games to necking and | 
could still hold my own against even the 
prettiest girls. Then, in college I found 
that petting was a more complicated form 
of love play. Very frankly, the object was 
to sample the forbidden thrills of love up 
to the danger point and then call it quits. 


TATURALLY, the fellows 
+* girls who permitted them to go far, 
but every girl knew that to let herself be 
swept past the limit was recklessly inviting 
trouble. Petting, I concluded, was a grown- 


preferred 


up and more exciting version of the kiss- 
ing games I played as a kid. 

I know now that all this was just a build- 
up for what finally happened. It was in- 
evitable that sooner or later I would meet 
aman who wouldn’t be content with half a 
loaf. 

It was during the last two weeks of the 
summer vacation that I met Lester Farrell. 
He was at Jefferson to defend his cham- 
pionship in the amateur tennis tournament 
held each year on the campus. Mother 
had sent me back to school early because 
she was redecorating our apartment and 
preparing for a busy social season. And 
since I was entering my senior year, I know 
she felt that having an 18-year-old young 
woman under foot was a definite handicap 
to the social life of a gay divorcee. 

So I had plenty of time on my hands. 
My friends hadn’t arrived yet and it didn’t 
take long to register for the courses I 
wanted. So with plenty of time on my 
hands, I wandered over to the tennis courts, 
the only place on the entire campus where 
there was any activity. I could hear the 
dull plop-plop of bouncing balls and the 
breathless shouts of “nice shot!” as I ap- 
proached the athletic field and the sounds 
brought back memories of my tomboy days 
back home. 

I found a seat in the grandstand and 
idly watched the players volley the ball 
back and forth, practicing their favorite 
strokes. Then I saw Lester and imme- 
diately my lagging interest was awakened. 
He was tall and slim, and moved over the 
clay court with a loose-jointed litheness 
fascinating to watch. His smooth, effort- 
less game was head and shoulders above 
that of the other players and it was evident 


that Lester Farrell was “King of the 
Courts.” 
A romantic interlude with Lester was 


far from my thoughts that summer after- 
noon as [ sat in the grandstand with the 
sun warm on my back. I was so engrossed 








that I didn’t see my fellow spectator until 
he spoke. “He plays like a champ, doesn’t 
he?” I heard him say. and the admiration 
in his voice was not that of a casual tennis 
fan. 

I nodded agreement. “Friend of yours?” 

“Les is my partner in the men’s dou- 
bles,” he proudly told me. “I’m Maurice 
Todd.” he added. extending his brawny 
brown hand. 

“My name’s Jane Willett.” I introduced 
myself. “I’m a student here.” 

“Yes, I gathered that you were local 
talent.” 

His tone was condescending and I re- 
sented it. “What that mean?” I 
asked. “I don’t live here, I 
school here.” 

“Great! I was afraid we'd find nothing 
but a bunch of hick chicks didn’t 
know the Maurice said, moving 
closer to me. 

He was a stocky, broad-chested fellow, 
handsome in a rugged sort of way. But his 
attitude of a big city celebrity about to 
take a small-time college by storm didn’t 
I was from the big city too! 


does 


just go to 


who 


score, 


impress me. 
Edging away from his obvious attempt to 
get cozy. I pointed to a girl who had just 
entered the court where Lester paused to 
wipe his face with a big towel. Her cop- 
per-colored hair flashed in the sunlight and 
attracted almost as much attention as the 
scanty shorts high on her curved brown 
thighs. 

“T suppose you'd call her a slick chick,” 
I commented caustically. 

Maurice grinned. “Lois? But definite- 
ly! She drove us down here for the tour- 
nament, and now that I’ve found you, Janie, 
we've got a foursome.” 

I started to deflate his ego with a sharp 
retort but held my tongue when Maurice 
suggested we join Lester and his glamour- 
partner. There’d be plenty of time 
later for putting the self-important hot-shot 
in his place. “You do play tennis, don’t 
you?” he wanted to know. 

“T used to be able to swing a racquet.” I 
said modestly, for although I hadn’t in- 
dulged in sports lately, I knew from my 
tomboy days that I played a better than 
average game. 

Sparks flew between Lois and me the 
moment Maurice introduced us. She was 
beautiful and knew it. It turned out that 
she and Lester were teamed up for the 
mixed doubles matches and Lois seemed to 
think this gave her a mortgage on him. 
Her catty remarks made it plain that she 
didn’t think much of Maurice’s suggestion 
that we play a set or two. 

“Come on, Lois, be a sport,” Lester said. 
He gave me a broad wink. “Maybe Mau- 
rice will finally get a chance to beat me 
He’s got some help 


ous 


once in his career. 
this time.” 

“Oh, all right, if you insist,” snapped 
Lois with a toss of her head. Her resent- 
ment of my presence made me determined 
to make the best showing I possibly could 
and on my first service to her I sent the 
ball her while Maurice 


smashing past 
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gleefully tossed his racquet into the air. 
“Good shot!” Lester called and I could 
almost feel Lois’ temperature rising. 

As the game see-sawed back and forth, 
Lester and Lois began to realize that they 
had more than a rank amateur on their 
hands and Maurice, sensing that victory 
was not the impossibility he first assumed, 
shouted encouragement to me. Eventually, 
we forged ahead and at last, with the score 
at set point, Lois lobbed the ball to me and 
we settled down to a steady volley. We 
smashed the ball back and forth across the 
net with a fury that betrayed the personal 
rivalry between us and for a few exciting 
minutes, I’m sure neither of us was aware 
of Lester or Maurice or the spectators the 
game had attracted. 

Then, catching my opponent off balance, 
I sent the ball whizzing toward the base 
line in back of her. Making a terrific try, 
she whirled and dashed to the rear of the 
court. But her backhand stroke was a 
split-second too late and she was barely 
able to keep her balance after missing the 
ball. 

Maurice was so excited that he bounded 
across the net in one leap to shake Lester’s 
hand, just as if it had been a tourna- 
ment game we'd won. Then Lester was 
smiling at me. his eyes full of admiration 
and an interest that hadn’t been there when 
the game started. But Lois stalked off the 
a backward 


court without so much as 
glance. “Coming. Les?” she called out, 


but there was an acid edge to the sweet- 
ness in her voice. 

“Make Maurice bring you along 
night,” Lester told me before he turned to 
hurry after Lois. 

When Maurice told me that they planned 
to drive to Middleton in Lois’ car, I de- 
clined the invitation. “I don’t think the 
lady likes me,” I explained. 

“Lois can be a drag at times,” 
mitted. 

“Then why do you two treat her as if 
she were Lena Horne and Althea Gibson 


to- 


he ad- 


rolled into one?” I demanded. 
“For one thing.” Maurice said, as he 
walked me back to the dormitory, “Lois 


does play a good game, although I think 
you could give her a run for her money 
any day. 

“But more important,” 
“she’s got a car and Les and I are in no 
mood to walk back home. Anyway, you 
won’t have to worry about her tonight. 
She’ll only have eyes for Les.” 

This last remark changed my mind 
about not going. Why should I let Lois’ 
snooty personality keep me from having an 
enjoyable evening and breaking the mo- 
notony of my two week wait for school 
to begin? Also, 
Lester was a challenge I couldn’t ignore. 
I had an idea that somehow I could divert 
his attention enough to show her she was 
not as great as she thought she was. So 
when Lois’ flashy convertible pulled up in 
front of the dormitory I was all set to give 
her some stiff competition. 


he continued. 


her possessiveness with 





A SHORT time later when we strollej 
into Blue Heaven, the juke joint thy 
served Middleton as a night club, we cre. 
ated as much attention as if we'd bee 
visiting royalty. Some of the patrons at the 
bar and in the booths recognized Leste; 
as a celebrity, but it was Lois and he; 
blazing hair, gathered in an upsweep and 
topped with a crown of fresh gardenias, 
that created the biggest stir. Like a queen 
acknowledging the plaudits of her admir. 
ing court, Lois smiled condescendingl 
from behind a tiny veil. 

“This is too much!” I whispered to Man. 
rice. “Why her head’s so big she could 
use sunflowers for that homegrown cha. 
peau she’s wearing!” 

“Meow, meow,” he commented under his 
breath. 

“All right, so I’m being catty. It’s easy 
with a witch like her!” 

“Witch? You can talk plainer than that, 
baby!” Maurice chuckled. “But don’t let 
it bug you. Just concentrate on me.” 

But despite Maurice’s attempts to enter. 
tain me, I couldn’t help noticing how Lois 
kept hanging all over Lester, demanding 
lights for her cigarettes, ordering him to 
mix her drinks, and sending him up to the 
juke box to play tunes she liked. She re. 
minded me of the girls I’d detested so 
much at the dancing school. If only I could 
turn the tables on her the way I’d done my 
classmates! I thought. 

I got my chance an hour or so later, but 
not the way I wanted it. All Middleton’s 
bars were off limits for Jefferson College 
students, so when I saw the bartender ap- 
proaching our booth, I had an inkling of 
what was coming. 

“T’m sorry, Miss.” he said, peering close. 
ly at me. “But we can’t serve you in here.” 

“What do you mean?” roared Maurice. 
“What kind of joint is this, anyway?” 

The bartender explained the law and 
suggested I leave immediately. 

Lois smiled smugly and arched her eye- 
brows. “How awful that you won’t be able 
to stay, darling,” she cooed. 

“She can’t go back to the campus alone, 
not at this time of night!” Lester protested. 

Maurice, who had consumed an enor- 
mous amount in the short time we'd been 
there, kept mumbling. “What kind of 
dump is this, anyway? I’ve been thrown 
out of better joints than this and by bigger 
bums than you!” 

But the bartender was quietly insistent. 
ignoring Maurice’s alcoholic belligerence. 
“Well, I certainly don’t intend to cut short 
my evening,” Lois announced haughtily. 
“Maurice doesn’t know how to drive, and 
Les is—” 

“Elected!” he cut in. “Looks like I’m 
going to be your escort, Jane. Let’s go!” 

“T will not be left here alone!” Lois 
stormed. “Les, if you leave me, ?1I—TI—" 
She glared at me in speechless anger. 

“Maurice will be here with you,” Lester 
told her. “Don’t be childish. I'll be right 
back.” 

We hurried out as Lois’ shrill voice was 
drowned in a blast of sound from the juke 
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hotter than a firecracker!” 


“She’s 
Lester remarked, opening the door of the 
car for me. 

“I’m sorry to break up the party, 
I was hoping they’d let me stay since the 


box. 


Les. 
school term hasn’t started yet. It’s all my 
fault.” 

“She'll get over it. 
while.” 

“She'll 
mind?” 

Lester leaned close to me and from the 
look in his eyes I knew I was well on my 
way towards winning another victory over 
Lois. 

“Suppose we forget about —_ and ev- 
erybody else except you and me?” he sug- 
gested. 

I was in my element now, 
and mouse tactics that were a prelude to 
the romantic game I'd played so often with 
the fellows on campus. The trip back to the 
college didn’t take long so when we 
reached “Maple Lane” Lester slowed the 
car to a stop and said, “Let’s park a while. 
It’s too early to go in now.” 

“Do you think it’s wise?” 
“Lois and Maurice will be 
what’s happened to you.” 

“They’re probably too busy crying into 
each other’s beer to even notice I’m gone,” 
he laughed. “And since this is one of the 
famous landmarks around here Iet’s enjoy 
the scenery.” 

“So you know all about Maple Lane? 

“Jane, honey, I know every nook and 
cranny of this petter’s paradise! B.A., 
Class of *40.” 

And suddenly I saw the whole silly epi- 
sode in its true perspective. If Les had 
graduated from Jefferson in 1940, he must 
be at least 30 years old now! For the first 
time I realized how much more mature and 
a man of the world he was compared with 
the boys I knew, and it scared me a little. 
What had begun as an innocent flirtation 
to irritate Lois was snowballing into some- 
thing far more dangerous. Maple Lane, 
secluded and deserted at this time of the 
year, was certainly no place to be alone 
with a man like Les, reactions to 
my caresses showed that his idea of what 
was supposed to happen was totally dif- 


Let her sizzle for a 


with you. Do you 


be angry 


using the cat 


I countered. 
wondering 


” 


whose 


ferent from mine. 

But trapped as I was by my own fool- 
hardiness, there was nothing for me to do 
but to string along as far as I dared. Les- 
ter’s feverish kisses grew more and more 
passionate and his caresses more insistent. 
Finally, I pulled away from him. 
I'd better go in now,” I said in a shaky 
voice. 

“Just like that?” 

“I—I’m afraid 
voice to say 


“G uess 


he asked flatly. 

».” I couldn’t trust my 

more. 

Lester’s face registered his disgust and 

his trim mustache drew down at the ends 

into a sneer. “You afraid? After leading 

me on all day long the minute we’re alone 

you're afraid! Well you'd better get anoth- 

er playmate, baby! I play for keeps.” 
His tirade continued as he jammed the 
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car into gear and roared down Maple Lane 
and skidded to a halt in front of the dormi- 
tory. Wordlessly I got out and by the 
time I’d reached the porch the red tail 
light of the car was vanishing in the dis- 
tance. 

“That you, Janie?” Mrs. Gibbs, the 
house mother, called from her room in 
the back of the two-story frame building. 

I stopped briefly outside her door to re- 
assure her because she and I alone were 
occupying the house until the rest of the 
girls arrived. Then I went up to my room 
and prepared for bed. I felt miserable, 
physically tired as if I’d done a hard day’s 
work. Part of it was due to the unaccus- 
tomed exertion on the tennis court that 
afternoon, but part of it came from the 
sudden release of the tension I’d been un- 
der all night. 


DOZED off fitfully. still trying to clear 

my mind of the events of the day. I was 
awakened by a muffled scraping noise out- 
side my window, but by the time I'd fully 
aroused myself, a dark figure had climbed 
into my room and darted across the floor 
to my bed. - 

“Les—!” His hand clamped down on my 
mouth and cut off my startled cry. I stared 
up at him, my eyes wide with terror. It was 
several seconds before I could concentrate 
on what he was saying. His voice was quiet, 
but full of contempt and bitterness. “At 
least Lois is honest about hers, but you’re 
nothing but a teaser!” he grated, and I 
could tell he’d been drinking heavily since 
he’d left me at the front door. 

“We’ve got some unfinished business, 
baby,” he continued, his eyes boring cruel- 
ly into mine. “And for once in your life 
youre going to finish something you 
start!” 

Lester’s strength was too much for me 
to fight against and suddenly I went limp, 
wondering what would happen next, but 
too shocked and humiliated to struggle 
further. 

Suddenly, Lester stiffened and opening 
my eyes I saw him turn his head toward 
my door, listening intently. Then I heard 
the slow footsteps moving up the stairs. He 
glanced at me disdainfully. then gave a 
short. bitter laugh. “You’re not worth it!” 
He turned and in a flash had vanished out 
the window. 





A moment later Mrs. Gibbs poked her 
head through the door. “Asleep, dear?” 
she asked in a hushed whisper. 

“N-no,” I stammered. “I guess I’m a 
little upset.” 

“T couldn’t sleep, either,” she confided, 
“T thought you might like to join me in a 
cup of hot tea. Maybe that will help.” 

More to divert any suspicions she might 
have than because I really wanted the tea, 
I followed her downstairs to the kitchen, 
making an effort to halt the trembling that 
had seized my body. Surprisingly, the hot 
tea did help to calm my nerves and I soon 
felt better. Mrs. Gibbs’ soft. gentle voice 
droning on and on also helped to soothe 
me. 

I wasn’t really listening to her conversa- 
tion, which was mainly memories of her 
life at the school. I was still trying to fig- 
ure out how Lester had gotten into my 
room and the strange coincidence of the 
house mother’s timely arrival. 

Then something she was saying caught 
my ear. “You know, Janie, I’ve been house 
mother here for 15 years or so and I’ve 
noticed that things sort of run in cycles. 
Now ten years ago the men students here 
suddenly discovered the trellis that runs up 
the side of the house, and, well—! You can 
imagine what that led to. 

“Well. I developed insomnia then and 
the only thing that would help seemed to 
be hot tea. So I'd come out here and put- 
ter around—maybe step out on the porch 
for a breath of fresh air—and after that I 
could sleep like a baby.” 

I studied her motherly face, so kind and 
wise, and tried to guess what lay behind 
her little story. But the sweet, patient smile 
she was noted for, never once left her lips. 

“T thought I’d gotten over my insomnia.” 
she continued, “but I guess I’d better stock 
up on tea this year.” She held out her hand. 
“Shall we see if we can sleep now, Jane?” 

I nodded, giving her hand a grateful 
squeeze. I stood at the bottom of the steps, 
watching until she entered her room. 
“Yessir,” I heard her mumble, “things sure 
do run in cycles!” 

I went up to bed. It felt good to have 
someone who understood things—even if 
she wasn’t your very own, but a_ house 
mother you had to share with 20 other 


girls. 


? 
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devotion 


By BILL SMALLWOOD 


FAITHFUL TENANT 
Perhaps forever may not be for us! 


Grant me, then, one small favor: 


When you walk on down memory’s 
path, 

Head high, face bright with morning 
sun, 


Know that while I lived in your heart, 
My every kiss, every handclasp, every 


hour 
Were yours alone and | was faithful 
tenant— 
Remember that, my sweet, remember 
that! 
CONVERSION 


If you were the beige doe 

Which wandered into my meadows last 
night, 

Changing me from restless stallion 

Into a brooding, heavy-lidded centaur, 

Know, 


at this dawning. nothing alters 


Such exquisite confusion! 


PLEDGE 
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Let us promise ourselves this: 

When this interlude grows stagnant, 
We will release it, as a swift bird, 
And bid it Godspeed and safe flight 


Onto other high-flung branches. 


IMPACT 


It is your mocha-tinted flesh next to 
mine 

That ever affects me 

Like rumble of thunder 

And flash of lightning 


In summer sky. 


EXCHANGE 
Your eyes watching sun set, 
Glowed for just a moment, then became 
subdued; 
In that fire I saw far-off lands and 
other suns, 
But you turned to me with a quick smile, 
And in place of that flame was reflected 
Low, glowing embers from our 


hearthside. 


ACCEPTANCE 
Only God and I will know 
The terrible quiet in my heart, 
When wind. 


Puts straws in my hair, 


restless before dawn, 


Where now your hand lies. 
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in his Hollywood Shop! 
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«Protective oil 
eDuKonk 
eBlack Rinse 
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' send prepaid DUKONK Kits. | enclose $2 each. : 
A 
| send Kits C. 0. D. I'll pay postman $2.48 each, 8 
9 : 
' jame : 
t 
: Address ' 
‘ 
| 





* city State 
MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 











PAINLESS 
WAY. No 
Medication, 
No Pills, 
No Diets, 
No exercises 
or incon- 
venience. 


You merely get into 
REDOOS-U_ and 
within mere minutes 
you can feel the ef- 
fects. Uses Steam- 
Bath principle with- 
out the necessity of 
bulky expensive 
equipment or massage parlor fees. This 
easy method works as you play, work, sleep 
or just loll around. LOSE AS LITTLE OR 
AS MUCH AS YOU WANT. 


@ No skin irritation @ Pure Virgin Vinyl 
@ Can be worn alone or over clothes @ Up 
to size 52 @ 30” zipper @ Money-back 
Guarantee @ STEAM BATH EFFECT 
START REDUCING TODAY! Order now! 


Enclose check, money order or cash for 
$3.98 and we will forward your REDOOS-U 
Suit by return mail. If you prefer we will 
ship C.O.D. Pay postman $3.98 plus postal 
charges. 
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ONEY! Just name, address. Pay postman 
C. 0. D.$2.25 & postage. Satisfaction guaranteed. 
MADAM JONES CO., Dept. P-367 
2451 S. Michig = » Chi 16, 1. 

















j DOCTOR’S MARVELOUS NEW DISCOVERY 
RELIEVES DRUNKENNESS IN 5 DAYS 


Does Drunkenness Threaten Your Happi- 
ness or Your Loved Ones? Our Remarkable 
New Discovery Quickly and Easily Helps 
Bring Relief From All Desire For Liquor! 
With This Craving For liquor Gone, 
Will Power Is Necessary To Stop Drink- 
ing. This Is Strictly A Home Method! 
Easy To Take! Nothing Like It Before! 
You Can Go To Business And Carry On 
r Social life As Usual, While Using Our Method! May 
e used secretly for whiskey, wine or beer! Improvement 
Noticed In A Remarkably Short Time. The Price Is 
Amazingly Low! Only $10.00 For The Entire Method, Formula 
i Instructions! This Is The Only Method That 
Guarantees Satisfaction or Your Money Re-- SEND 
funded, if Returned In Ten Days. You Will rm" 
Bless The Day You Saw This As Thousands MONEY 
Have Already Done! : 
Pay Pestman On Delivery! Mail Us Your Name and Address Only! 


SCIENTIFIC AIDS CO., INC. 




















Dept. P-29-C, Box 118, Jersey City 3, N. J. 








to fit all makes 
and years! 





$2.98 


@ Waterproof and stain- 
proof 





@ Choice of full front and 
rear seat covers or split 


@ Comfortable and Cool 
@ Easy to attach—no pins 
necessary 


front seat 
@ Leopard skin effect on 

colorful plastic 
You must be satisfied or Money Back! Front or rear 
seat only $2.98 each or FULL SET for $5.00. Order 
now Enclose payment or pay postman plus postal 
charges. Specify type A or B. 

OMAR SALES CO., Dept. CT-21 

480 Lexington Ave. New York 17, N. Y. 














“Piles were daily torture 
until | found Pazo 
gives amazing relief!’” 


says Mrs. F. M. H., San Gabriel, Cal. 


Amazing Pazo* relieves torture of simple 
piles fast. Acts to relieve itching, pain 
instantly. Soothes raw, inflamed tissues. 
Lubricates and softens dry, hardened 
parts. Helps reduce swelling, heal crack- 
ing, prevent agonizing soreness. So don’t 
suffer needless misery of simple piles. 
Get Pazo, get real comfort right away. 
Ask your doctor about it. Suppository 
form—also tube with perforated pile 
pipe for easy thorough application. 
*Pazo Ointment and Suppositories® 
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car into gear and roared down Maple Lane 
and skidded to a halt in front of the dormi- 
tory. Wordlessly I got out and by the 
time I’d reached the porch the red tail 
light of the car was vanishing in the dis- 
tance. 

“That you, Janie?” Mrs. Gibbs, the 
house mother. called from her room in 
the back of the two-story frame building. 

I stopped briefly outside her door to re- 
assure her because she and I alone were 
occupying the house until the rest of the 
girls arrived. Then I went up to my room 
and prepared for bed. I felt miserable, 
physically tired as if I'd done a hard day’s 
work. Part of it was due to the unaccus- 
tomed exertion on the tennis court that 
afternoon, but part of it came from the 
sudden release of the tension I’d been un- 
der all night. 


DOZED off fitfully. still trying to clear 

my mind of the events of the day. I was 
awakened by a muffled scraping noise out- 
side my window, but by the time I'd fully 
aroused myself, a dark figure had climbed 
into my room and darted across the floor 
to my bed. 

“Les—!” His hand clamped down on my 
mouth and cut off my startled cry. I stared 
up at him, my eyes wide with terror. It was 
several seconds before I could concentrate 
on what he was saying. His voice was quiet, 
but full of contempt and bitterness. “At 
least Lois is honest about hers, but you’re 
nothing but a teaser!” he grated, and I 
could tell he’d been drinking heavily since 
he’d left me at the front door. 

“We've got some unfinished business, 
baby,” he continued, his eyes boring cruel- 
ly into mine. “And for once in your life 
you're going to finish something you 
start!” 

Lester’s strength was too much for me 
to fight against and suddenly I went limp, 
wondering what would happen next, but 
too shocked and humiliated to struggle 
further. 

Suddenly, Lester stiffened and opening 
my eyes I saw him turn his head toward 
my door, listening intently. Then I heard 
the slow footsteps moving up the stairs. He 
glanced at me disdainfully, then gave a 
short, bitter laugh. “You’re not worth it!” 
He turned and in a flash had vanished out 
the window. 





A moment later Mrs. Gibbs poked her 
head through the door. “Asleep, dear?” 
she asked in a hushed whisper. 

“N-no,” I stammered. “I guess I’m a 
little upset.” 

“T couldn’t sleep, either,” she confided, 
“T thought you might like to join me in a 
cup of hot tea. Maybe that will help.” 

More to divert any suspicions she might 
have than because I really wanted the tea, 
I followed her downstairs to the kitchen, 
making an effort to halt the trembling that 
had seized my body. Surprisingly. the hot 
tea did help to calm my nerves and I soon 
felt better. Mrs. Gibbs’ soft. gentle voice 
droning on and on also helped to soothe 
me. 

I wasn’t really listening to her conversa- 
tion, which was mainly memories of her 
life at the school. I was still trying to fig- 
ure out how Lester had gotten into my 
room and the strange coincidence of the 
house mother’s timely arrival. 

Then something she was saying caught 
my ear. “You know, Janie, I’ve been house 
mother here for 15 years or so and I’ve 
noticed that things sort of run in cycles. 
Now ten years ago the men students here 
suddenly discovered the trellis that runs up 
the side of the house, and, well—! You can 
imagine what that led to. 

“Well. I developed insomnia then and 
the only thing that would help seemed to 
be hot tea. So I’d come out here and put- 
ter around—maybe step out on the porch 
for a breath of fresh air—and after that I 
could sleep like a baby.” 

I studied her motherly face, so kind and 
wise, and tried to guess what lay behind 
her little story. But the sweet, patient smile 
she was noted for, never once left her lips. 

“T thought I’d gotten over my insomnia.” 
she continued, “but I guess I’d better stock 
up on tea this year.” She held out her hand. 
“Shall we see if we can sleep now, Jane?” 

I nodded, giving her hand a grateful 
squeeze. I stood at the bottom of the steps, 
watching until she entered her room. 
“Yessir.” I heard her mumble, “things sure 
do run in cycles!” 

I went up to bed. It felt good to have 
someone who understood things—even if 
she wasn’t your very own, but a_ house 
mother you had to share with 20 other 
girls. 


THE END 
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FAITHFUL TENANT 
Perhaps forever may not be for us! 
Grant me, then, one small favor: 

When you walk on down memory’s 
path, 

Head high, face bright with morning 
sun, 

Know that while I lived in your heart. 

My every kiss, every handclasp, every 
hour 

Were yours alone and | was faithful 


tenant— 
Remember that, my sweet, remember 
that! 
CONVERSION 


If you were the beige doe 

Which wandered into my meadows last 
night, 

Changing me from restless stallion 

Into a brooding, heavy-lidded centaur, 

Know, at this dawning, nothing alters 

Such exquisite confusion! 


PLEDGE 
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Let us promise ourselves this: 

When this interlude grows stagnant, 
We will release it, as a swift bird, 
And bid it Godspeed and safe flight 


Onto other high-flung branches. 





By BILL SMALLWOOD 


IMPACT 


mocha-tinted 


It is your flesh next to 
mine 

That ever affects me 

Like rumble of thunder 

And flash of lightning 


In summer sky. 


EXCHANGE 
Your eyes watching sun set, 
Glowed for just a moment, then became 
subdued; 
In that fire I 


other suns, 


saw far-off lands and 
But you turned to me with a quick smile, 
And in place of that flame was reflected 
Low, glowing embers from our 


hearthside. 


ACCEPTANCE 
Only God and I will know 
The terrible quiet in my heart, 
When wind, restless before dawn, 
Puts straws in my hair, 


Where now your hand lies. 
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KIT! 


Used by PAT MOORE 
in his Hollywood Shop! 
Yes! The SAME ; 
Famous DuKonk 
treatment that Holly- 
wood movie, radio, TV 
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PATH. MOORE ly 
Hollywood Hair Expert $ 


ORDER TODAY FED. TAX 
FROM HOLLYWOOD 


AT YOUR DRUG STORE Oey 


‘DUKE HAIR PRODUCTS CO., Dep. 4 
15864 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood 28, Calif. 


Send prepaid ___DUKONK Kits. | enclose $2 each. 















Kits C. 0. D. I'll pay postman $2.48 each, 
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THE EASY 
PAINLESS 
WAY. No 
Medication, 
No Pills, 

No Diets, 
No exercises 
or incon- 
venience. 


You merely get into 
REDOOS-U_ and 
within mere minutes 
you can feel the ef- 
fects. Uses Steam- 
Bath principle with- 
out the necessity of 
bulky expensive 
equipment or massage parlor fees. This 
easy method works as you play, work, sleep 
or just loll around. LOSE AS LITTLE OR 
AS MUCH AS YOU WANT. 


@ No skin irritation @ Pure Virgin Vinyl 
@ Can be worn alone or over clothes @ Up 
to size 52 @ 30” zipper @ Money-back 
Guarantee @ STEAM BATH EFFECT 
START REDUCING TODAY! Order now! 


Enclose check, money order or cash for 
$3.98 and we will forward your REDOOS-U 
Suit by return mail. If you prefer we will 
ship C.O.D. Pay postman $3.98 plus postal 
charges. 
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MICROBACILLUS 


PITYROSPORUM 
OVALE 


NOTHING, Absolutely nothing 
known to Science can do more to 
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STAPHYLOCOCCUS 










Beware of your itchy scalp, hair loss, dandruff, head scales, un- 
pleasant head odors! Nature may be warning you of approaching 
baldness. Heed Nature’s warning! Treat your scalp to scientifically 
prepared Ward’s Formula. 


Millions of trouble-breeding bacteria, living on your sick scalp 
(see above) are killed on contact. Ward’s Formula kills not one, 
but all four types of these destructive scalp germs now recognized 
by many medical authorities as a significant cause of baldness. 
Kill these germs—don’t risk letting them kill your hair growth. 


Once you're bald, that’s it, friends! There’s nothing you can do. 
Your hair is gone forever. So are your chances of getting it back. 
But Ward’s Formula, used as directed, keeps your sick scalp free 
of itchy dandruff, seborrhea, and stops the hair loss they cause. 
Almost at once your hair looks thicker, more attractive and alive. 


We don’t ask you to believe us. Thousands of men and women— 
first skeptical just as you are—have proved what we say. Read their 
grateful letters. Study the guarantee—it’s better than a free trial! 
Then try Ward’s Formula at our risk. Use it for only 10 short days. 
You must enjoy all the benefits we claim—or we return not only the 
price you pay—but DOUBLE YOUR MONEY BACK. You be 
the judge} © Ward Laboratories, Inc., 1430 Broadway, New York 18, N. Y. 


ENJOY THESE 5 BENEFITS IMMEDIATELY 


1. Kills these 4 types of germs that retard normal hair growth— 


on contact 


2. Removes ugly infectious dandruff—fast 

3. Brings hair-nourishing blood to scalp—quickly 

4. Stops annoying scalp itch and burn—instantly 

5. Starts wonderful self-massaging action—within 3 seconds 


Here’s the Proof! 
We get letters like these every day from grateful men and women 


all over the world. 


I must admit I didn’t have much 
faith in it, but I hadn’t been using 
Ward’s one week before I could see 
it was helping me. I could feel my 
hair getting thicker. 
E. K., Cleveland, Ohio 
Out of all the Hair Experts I went 
to, I’ve gotten the most help from 
one bottle of Ward’s Formula. 
C. La M., Philadelphia, Pa. 


After using Ward’s for only 12 days, 
my hair has stopped falling out. 
R. W. C., Cicero, Iil, 
I am tickled to death with the re- 
sults. In just two weeks’ time—no 
dandruff! W.T. W., Portola, Cal, 
I feel encouraged to say that the in- 
furiating scalp itch which has both- 
ered me for 5 years is now gone. 
J. M. K., Columbus, Ohio 








We gladly cooperate with Physicians ond Hospitals 
desiring to make clinical tests of Ward's Formula. Please write. 








TO SAVE YOUR HAIR ACT NOW. Send coupon today for 10-day offer. Send No Money 


Ree VLRO TYE 
- Guarantee Rc 
This written guarantee entitles you not only to < 
return of price paid for Ward’s Formula, but 

Double Your Money Back unless you actually SEE, 

FEEL and ENJOY all benefits herein claimed 

in only ten days. The test is at our risk. All you do 

2 is return unused portion or the empty 

bottle unless completely satisfied. 


Ward Laboratories, Ine. 
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MONEY 


Ward Laboratories, Inc. 


1430 Broadway, Dept. 67-H, New York 18, N. Y. 

Rush Ward's Formula to me at once. | will pay postman two dollars plus 
postage. | must be completely satisfied within 10 days, or you GUARANTEE 
refund of DOUBLE MY MONEY BACK upon return of bottle and unused portion. 


Name 


Address 


EROS SD AE See Ee 
() Check here if you enclose $2.00 with order, and we will pay postage. 


Same refund offer holds, of course. 


APO, FPO, Canada and Foreign, add 50c—No C.O.D.’s, 
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GUARANTEE 
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Style +634 MIDNIGHT MIST’RY 


Entice him, excite him—exotically veiled in 
misty marquisette. Glamorous sheer-shad- 
owed shoulders. Devastating decolletage 
enhances a bewitching buttoned bodice. 
Twirl in a whirling, wispy skirt . . . adorned 
with exquisite imported Chantilly lace... 
atop a hip-hugging taffeta slip. 


IN BEAUTIFUL COLORS: 

e BLACK 

e@ ROSE 

e AQUA 

e@ AMERICAN 
BEAUTY 
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Imported 
Chantilly Lace 


IN ALL SIZES 
9-11-13-15-17 
10-12-14 
16-18-20 
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Style +466 STAR LAC 


You're irresistible, curved in 
a whispering taffeta tanta- 
lizer. Gorgeous imported 
Chantilly jlace transforms a 
bewitching bodice, gloriously 
shirred and belted to shrink 
a waistline, show off a pretty 
bosom — dips saucily to ex- 
citing peaks below provoca- 
tive hips . . . a dainty cap 
sleeved yoke with teasingly 
dipped decolletage ... a 
great wide swish of a flowing 
skirt. 


Imported 
Chantilly Lace 
IN EXCITING COLORS: 


® BLACK ® AMERICAN 
@ NAVY BEAUTY 
@ PEACOCK 
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SENT ON APPROVAL—10 DAY FREE TRIAL! 


E MISS LEE - FASHIONS, INC., Dept. TC-10 
# 400 Madison Ave., N. Y. 17, N. Y. 


Please send me the following dresses in styles, sizes and 
Bf colors indicated. if not delighted | may return dress within 
& 10 days for refund. 


First Second 
Size Color Choice Color Choice 


(C) Send C.O.D. | enclose $1.00 deposit. I'll pay postman 
_. balance plus postage. 
C) ! enclose full amount $ 


: Style No. 


+ yOu poy postage. 


ZONE . STATE 
A.P.O. and Foreign Orders must be Prepaid 
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— Chesterfield, the only 
cigarette that gives you 
what every smoker wants... 
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